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11061000400۸ ... Summers capes... Fleeting 
Images...These are titles undeniably 
associated with yearbooks. But, Through 
the Event Horizon?! What would cause an 
intelligent, artistic, discerning committee 
of campers and Pub staff to agree almost 
unanimously on Such an obscure tithe, 
rejecting some very solid, yearbooky names 
Like Inside Out ол Afterglow? 

"Event Honizon' {Z4 a term coined by 
Scientists in regard to a very cosmic 
theory about the existence of something 
called a 'bkack hole.' Being no bigger 
than a pencil point, this dark stan WiLL 
pull objects in its gravitational field 
towards it. ALL kinds of neat things 
accompany the theory. Objects slow down in 
time as they approach the hole. From the 
outside Looking in, Ät would appear that 
objects actually stop in time before 


entering. From the other perspective, the 


object would have entered Light years apart 
in time, 'popping' into another universe 
Somewhere else. Basically, one day, а 
Sctentist discovered that mathematics 
didn't explain some astral phenomena and, 






rather than change our whole mathematical 
system, S/he invented, ол innovated, the 
term "black hole.' 

Where does the Event Horizon come into 
the picture? Well, the Event Horizon 45 
the point where one enters the black hole's 
gravitational field. Once the Event Horizon 
has been entered, there is no turning 
back. The black һо?о!5 fonce prevents 
departure. It gets denser and denser until 
At finally pops through into another 
universe. 

In creative work, there 4А an Event 
Horizon. A point of no return. Artists and 
writers will often tell of experiences with 
creative projects which become 50 immense 
that the project actually begins to control 
them. The project sucks them in deeper and 
deeper until they can't abandon it. 
Eventually, when they pop through the other 
side, and finish, they have grown. And, 
the final product will exist (олоуол. 

Buck's’ Rock allows (ол such a process 
to happen. Doing creative work at Buck's 
Rock ideally can be Like going Through 


the Event Horizon. 
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As the sun shone madly over the Pub Shop's 
flourescent (vomit) yellow and orange chairs, 
I sat in sweltering Editorial madness. 

І thought: 


"Through the Event Horizon,' a yearbook whose 


name virtuaily no one understands, has got 

to be a commobulation of some of the best 
pieces of art (Remember?? Writing is an art!!) 
in the years of Buck's Rock history. I really 
think so. The ingenuity and creativity and 
painstaking hours put into this yearbook 
deserve thunderous applause (if not a couple 
million dollars). 


"But why," you ask, "would a group of 
twenty-five or so people kill themselves over 
one hundred pages of ink and paper?" 

To that I must answer that not only was 


this whole thing a learning process for us all, 


but we love it. We really love it. For us, 
this yearbook has been our summer and I. 
seriously hope that we have created a lasting, 
elastic memory ‘of Buck's Rock 1986. 


Thanks loads for all 1 heip, A 


Alessandro Weiss 
Editor-in-Cheif 





Staff Photo 








Even as I'm writing this I'm wondering 
will we make it through this yearbook? Will 
ме survive the preparation, production, col- aro 


f layout (!) 
وھد‎ Se puso oe pedo M moe M When I first applied for art editor I азан! E 


Whatever finally transgresses, I'm ی کی‎ P 
that visions of colossal t-squares, exacto realize guite how much art is in the yearbook. 
I've been working all day on 


knives and of course copy-not blue pencils I soon founä out. مو‎ 
will haunt my dreams for some time to come. layout (art and layout go together) and spend 
I want to say outright that this summer tne rest of the time doing illustration or 


has made an important difference in my life. finding people to do illustration and layout 


` A lot of things contributed to this, but or, even harder, trying to find some layout 
among the first is Pub and all the people tools. mE . "UN 
there (pubbies!) After working with them I Well, even though it is almost impossible | 
feel a little more ready to face the "real to find what you want when you want it in Pub, 


world." I want to express my love and eternal I Still love it there. Even though I shall 
thanks to everyone at Pub. First to Noah, my have nightmares about non-photo blue pencils, 


co-editor, I couldn't have done it without straight edges, light tables and rubber cement 
you, to be quite cliched (sorry, Tim.) Also bottles (as will Kathy), I still have enjoyed 
thanks to Sandro for being my "partner in my two months here, and will (hopefully) come 


snack" and for being right there when I bel- back next year. Thanks for a good year at camp 
lowed for him in all my confusion. Thanks to and see you next year. 
Peter for the back rubs, to Alissa and Laurie 

for listening to me babble, to Mark (and Noah 
Dudley) and emphatically to sweet and cheer- sid 

ful Kathie (twin.) Thanks to Fons and Bob for ДА. алаға” 
putting up with my frustrations and even (if i 


not especially) to Tim. pr Landow 
To all of Pub (I know I forgot thousands) 
I want you to know that collectively you've Kah es ele) 
made a lasting impression on my life-It's ; 
going to be a mind-blowing yearbook guys! Kathy Rosenfeld 
Copy-not blue forever! Art and Layout 


co-editors 
Kathy 
P.S. Special thanks to the A&L committee: 
Pam, Tanya, Brian and Jackie. You guys were 
great! 
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From The Writing Editors Collective 


It seems kind of strange to be writing 
a yearbook editorial. I've been here for 
less than two weeks, and the summer's 
ending already. Іп a month I'll be back 
in school, which is hard to believe since 
everything about school is so removed 
from camp. І really appreciate the un- 
restricted atmosphere here - it's good for 
inspiration, but not so good for concen- 
tration since there are so many things to 
do and think about. Anyway, I've met some 
great, talented people here who I'll miss 
this winter. A few stand out in partic- 
ular, and I'd like to thank the writing 
co-editors, the Pub staff, and all my 
roomates. I hope everyone has enjoyed 
their summer as much as I have. 


E Love, 


Nadya 





As a new camper this August, I received 
a very favorable impression of Buck's Rock. 
I like the atmosphere, the people, the 
talent, and the motivation. Some of the 
people who helped to create this impression 
(and this yearbook) are my co-editors, 
Joanna, Risa, and Nadya, my good friend 
and bearer of the X-acto knife, Sandro 
Weiss, as well as the Pub staff. I'd like 


From The Writing 


to thank Tim Moran, the slovenly goldfish 
who never says "glug-glug", for his honest, 
helpful criticism of my poetry. 
to mention his neon orange and blue shoes. 
However, through all of this, one 
question remains unanswered. Do fish get 
out of the water during lightning storms,. 
and, if not, do they get electrocuted? 
I leave you with this thought. 


Love always, 


Laura 





So I'm supposed to write an 
editorial. I have not done anything 
as an editor yet. Oh well. Anyway, 
there are only two more weeks of camp 
and I still have not gotten enoudh kids 
together to write a group poem. I think 
we should a poem on bubbles and crystal. 
(How original.) Rest hour is almost over. 
I have to go to Pub now so I can type. 
No, no, I mean edit. (Ha-ha) 

Bye, 
Joanna 
P.S. Tim, will you please get off 
the phone. 


P.P.S. Thank you Sarah for typing. 


P.P.P.S. Joanna, you're welcome. 


I was told ^ 









һе Writing Editors Collective 


The Writing Editons: 









Nadya Binnho£z 
Joanna Fuhrman — 
Alissa Quant 
Laura Secor 
Risa I. Wallach 









It was hot and sticky that day, my 
clothes adhered to my skin, and I was in 
a lousy mood. I was wearing all black 
(not unusual), and that didn't improve, 
upon the situation. People of all sizes 
and shapes kept asking me if I was in 
mourning and commenting on how depressed 
I looked...so anyway, I started to think. 
Maybe I look like a miserable, unfortunate 
schlemiel, and maybe people think I'm 
mentally deranged (getting more excited 

۲ | by the second) апа ohmigod! Maybe I'ma 
anaa + en سا فا‎ nutcase...No, calm down,it's just another 
editor in 196, I'd like to thank а few bout of paranoia, I thought clutching my 


: а head. So, the moral of this story is 
people. Firstly, Tim. Always down to due fees ۲ 
earth and forgiving of food imagery. this; I've decided to do some, shall we 


۹ А ۰ say, "positive" thinking and smile some 
Secondl the indomitable Sandro Weiss ee: А 
Por ae d Ва aggressive with an exacto more. І hope the majority of humans with 


knife on shops whose articles were late whom I confer realize that I'm not a 
مرو‎ ۳ A ч grumpus...I just forget to act like a zest- 
Thirdly, Mark who is one of the sweetest s ۳ 
; ful, lively, animated, zealous, starry- 

and most hardworking humans I know. : 
Also, Kathy іп Tayenk for elswine ame eyed, steamed-up, hipped on, freaked-out, 

: 2 Lay g away „alacritous, kind of gal! Thank you all. 
on our poetry and my dear friend Lynne 


4 4 : 
for selflessly typing everything up. for being so funky. I'll miss you sooo 









Editors Collective 





: much! 
And, of course, Laura Secor, Nadya ` А 007 
Birnholz, Risa Wallach, and Joanna Fuhr- Four loving co-edltor, 
man, my cheery and productive co-writing 
аша. Risa I. Wallach 
Love, 
Lis P.S. Don't forget my middle name! 


РО 


~ 
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To duction 





Amid noisy presses, blaring radios, 
screaming counselors and flying paper, I 
struggle to retain my sanity. The life of 
a production editor is not an easy task. 
In addition to being a CIT in pub, the 
added title of Co-Production Editor means 
that I find myself working on the yearbook 
more hours than there аге іп а day. 

With little sleep and breakfast, I 
hobble on down to the shop to write my 
editorial, trying to ignore: the songs on 
WBBC played at the wrong speed. 

I'd like to thank my co-editor, Alan, 
who was always there when you needed him, 


Bob, Ian and Frank for all they have taught 


me, and everyone else who I left out for 
lack of patience to sit here and write all 
these names. 


Co-Production Editor 


Wed £. el 


Daniel L. Rockoff 


Before coming to camp this year, I knew 
hardly anything about offset printing. 
With help from Frank, Ian, Bob and Danny 
I learned a lot. Besides learning about 
printing, I found out how much work it is 
to put color into a publication. 


Co-Production Editor 


| f 
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Alan Steremberg af 
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After two years of being a winner at 
Buck's Rock, I bégan to feel like I had 
nothing to do. ےی‎ 
I then tried Photo. 

That was last year. 

I came to camp this summer with a renewed 
interest and inspiration. After a few 
weeks as the self-appointed CITIT of Photo, 
I was asked to be the Photo Editor for the 
yearbook. ۱ 

"who,me???" 

"None of the CIT's wanted to." 

At least I got the job. 

I really must thank the Photo Shop 
War Veterans for all their help - espec- 
ially Steve, Deborah, Jason, and Brian 
(not to mention the CIT's), and the Pub 
folks - Mark, Tim, Sharon, and other 
hoopy-froods. 

Well, it's been fun, and I'm coming 
back next year - most likely as a Photo 
CIT -'so if I didn't get a shot of you 


this year, SAVE A GRIN FOR NEXT YEAR!! 
Frowns don't look as nice on film. 
зад 


73 


- ` 


UV” " Ezra Kenigsberg 
Ly -Modest Photo Editor 


Let's not forget the other Yearbook 


Editors... 





Ezra Kenigsberg 





m 
UNO. 

Every summer as the Yearbook deadline 
approaches, Pub becomes the scene of a 
frantic race against time. Strangers 
wandering into the shop pause to marvel at 
the high-speed gymnastics that take place. 
Cries like "Where's the rubber cement, T- 
square, 29th page, etc." fill the air. 

During all this chaos there has to be 
one person who remains calm, and who dis- 
penses hugs, smiles and sanity. This year 
I was drafted, rather by accident, as I 
was comforting Kathy for her loss of a 
vital jar of rubber cement. It's been fun, 
even though Tim did his best this year to 
try and drive me insane, (just kidding). 
Have a great year! 


Kathie Norman 
Moral Support Editor 
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| The Yearbook Editors | | 
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VEGGIE FARM 














The Veggie Farm is a wonderful place. 
Trees, flowers, fruits, and, of course, 
vegcies, paper the landscape. 

Planting, harvesting, and even weeding 
turned out to be fun, with the immense help 
of the Veggie Farm staff: Oscar, Anita, and 
Rita. 

The crop turned out well, although al- 
most NO ONE CAME!!! And most importantly, 
all the food from the farm was donated to e 
the needy at the Dorothy Day Soup Kitchen ہے‎ o UK di 
in Danbury. All of you who never came down 9 | 
missed out on a lot. А Я 

Martine Zilversmit 3 


Justin Desatvo 
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JEWELRY/METALSMITHING SHOP 


(To the tune of "If I Had А Hammer") 


I. -If you had a mallet 
You could bend a bracelet 
You could make a ring 
bend it all around 


You could use a sawblade 
You could use a file 


You could use the sandpaper from 
the crates to sand away the 


scratches 


II. When you start a project 


You need a pencil and a paper 


And be creative 
no peace signs,please 


Trace it on paper 
Glue it on metal 


But please use them sparingly 


we don't have a lot in the 
: shop 


III.When you go to the window 
you will meet a CIT 
Who is there to help you 
and fulfill your needs 





EE‏ وه وس وج 


сазы 


They'll give you sawblades, 


| 

| 
Тһеу"11 give you silver, Я [| 
|| 

| 

| 


But if you're dropping off 
your bag, 

Go to the front of the 
line. 


IV.When you need a counselor 
-to show you right from wrong 
They'll be there to help you 
the whole day long al 
They'll help you solder 
And use the buffer 
And many more techniques you'll 
need to know to work all over 





this shop | 
V. When you finish your project | 
You will Бе so proud \ 
There in the showcase һ 
It will draw а crowd 
You'll see it gleaming | | 
And see it glowing 
And it will make you want to 
Come back and see us again. ۲ 
| 
Jessica Halem 
Rachel Mann Е 
[| 
П 














Left to right, clockwise: 
Earrings by: 

Jared Friedberg 

Raphael Breines 

Anna Lawler- 

Eva Weiss 


Necklace by Michael Hammer 











Necklace by 
Ату 4 


Maura Axelrod 


Rings Би Karen С<иолло 





CLOWNS 


Easier Than Not 


If stereotypes are unjust, the stereo- 
type "Bozo the Clown" deserves to be 
laid to rest. "Bozos", such as Ronald 
McDonald, produce two different types of 
emotions: amusement from the infantile 
and contempt from the more sophisticated. 
Few people realize the expanse of the 
clown's domain. 

‘The Clown Shop exists at Buck's Rock 
in order to establish clowning as a 
theatrical art form. The clown, who 
expertly displays orief for a dead flower 
and outrage at an unintentional slap or a 
perfect dead-pan, has sculpted moments 
of emotion on stage. 

Some people consider clowns pretentious. 
I suppose so, but we have an appeal to 
people who react to physical comedy, 
overwraught drama, and Charlie Chaplin. 
Everyone has a sense for clowning, no 
matter how much the clown has been 
suppressec. 

As for me, I find being a clown "easier 
. than not." 


Noah Potter 





"Anyone car learn to juggle!" 
Jugg 


سے 











RECIPE FOR А 
CLOWN SHOP 


27 only somewhat sane people 
9 crazy staff members 

Coat thoroughly in Baby Oil 

and throw into an Enlarging Machine 
Meanwhile: 

shred 22 pounds of foam 

and add paint 

Sprinkle with Glitter 

۳ 2 

Wrap іп Orange Lame 
and Баке at 350 while building a stage 
Sprinkle with applause 
and serve on benches 


Yield: a great summer of fun апа laughter 


The Clowns 


Photo: Greg Baron 
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BARGELLO 


"Hello, I'd like to start a bargello." 

"OK, great. Sign up first, please, and 
then sit down and wait for a minute." 

You scrawl your name on the yellow paper 
attached to the wall, then collapse on the 
wooden bench on the porch of the weaving 
studio. Glancing around, you spy some past 
yearbook articles about bargello. You dis- 
cover that bargello is a geometric needle- 
craft pattern worked on a canvas. The fin- 
ished canvas can then be made into a pillow, 
wall-hanging, eye-glass case, bookmarks, 
bracelets or napkin ring. Reading further 
tells you that not only is bargello simple, 
fun and portable, it has a history invol- 
ving a prison and museum in Italy of the 
same name. 

Finally, an index card and a pen are 
thrust at you, with instructions on how to 
fill out the card. Then it is whisked away 
and filed and a mound of books is presented. 

"Select a pattern," you are told. Oh, 
yes, pick one pattern out of so many. So, 
you dilligently pull a book forward and 


leaf through it. You see zigzags, pome- 
granates, waves, lollipop trees ... Ah this 
pattern looks striking! Beaming, you show 


it to Phyllis, who shakes her head and in- 
forms you that it is too hard. You move on 
to an easier book and at last you decide. 
Phyllis steers you to Julie, the CIT and 
remarks: "She needs to pick out her colors, 
Shadow Boxes." 


So, what colors do you like? 
the rest ib 
Take down 


"Right. 
You need 6,one for the outline, 
shading darker, in one family. 
a knot of the colors you like." 

Now you are faced with the momentous | 
task of picking 6 colors from close to а | 
hundred. 

You finallv have selected a border id 
color of cream, with 5 shades of blue for | 
the inside. You sit at attention, waiting 
to start stitching. Julie strides over 
and announces that first, you have to | ; | 
count! For the 12 x 12 you're doing, you 
need this many, count like this and tie = 
them onto this. 

OK. At last. Ready to bargello. | 
The CIT shows you how to extract a strand 
of yarn and thread the needle and then 
plunges it into the mesh, apparently on | | 
random choice. Stitches appear, two next 
to each other, two more, lower down. A 
diagonal line forms. Then it is your | 
turn. The needle feels clumsy in your 
hands, one stitch takes 3 minutes. 

But you get used to the feeling and 

soon you are whizzing through the | 
pattern. You are on vour way! Already 

you see visions of royal blue villows | 
scattered іп your room. You smile, |. 
throw your mesh in a bag, and trot off. 


Julie Fromer CIT ' В 


















Bottom now, Left to night: Audrey 
Fisher--shadow boxes; Caryn Angel- 
son--basket weave; Anissa Rasdakl-- 
3-D blocks; Julie Fromer-- bracelets; 
Tanja Alternas--pomegranites; Pam 
Friedman--cloistens; Bonnie Kimme£-- 
Shadow boxes. 


Top, clockwise, (лот Leit to night: 
David Rubenstein--mountain peaks; 
Tantja Pulsts--stripes; Diana 
Licklin--3-D b£ocks;.Tanija Pulsts-- 
star; Lynne Moser--braceket; Jill 
Велтал-- five napkin rings. 





^ pon 


Noe£een Walder 







' by Darcy Desarden 











SEWING SHOP 


ІҒ you didn't get to the беміпс Shop 
this year, you really missed out. In the 
Sewing Shop, people made everything from 
little lace sachets to giant five foot 
donut’ pillows. Other articles made were 
bananas that unzipped, stuffed animals, 
birthday cakes and other soft sculptures, 
Jams, shirts, skirts, dresses, and quilts. 
People also brought their own designed 
fabric from batik and silkscreen and 
sewed outfits from .it. 

The counselors - Pam, Kirstie, Emma, 
Xenobia and Ceri - all did their best to 
help us. Many amusing things happened 
in the Sewing Shop, from Emma constäntly 
losing her spotted juggling balls to Ceri 
‚making her Welsh dragons. If you wanted 
to have fun and also have something жо. 
show for it, Sewing Shop was definitely 
the place to be. 


Randi Steiner 











Alexandra Fano 

















Clockwise (лот top: Debbie Alterman-- 
monkey; Anna Grishenko--pillcw; Naomi 
Gelfand--pencil; Saran Meter--pillow; 
Audrey Guss--batiked pillow; Larissa 
Shalet and Pam Papish--cake. 


Clockwise yrom Leit: Jordanna Sandler-- 
Skint and dress; Aimee Cupples--batiked 
Skint; Sepp Spentinhauer--sclkscreened 
Shorts; Jordanna Sandler--apron and mitts 
modeled by Debra Cohan. 
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Staff Photo 





Tami Augen 
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After a period of relative calm in and 
around the Buck's Rock Photo Shop, 1986 
brought a period of civil strife which 
would last eight weeks; yes, a flux of new 
campers would lead to heated battles and 
one of the most historic wars in the history 
of Buck's Rock: THE BUCK'S ROCK PHOTO 
WARS. 





Patriots of the wars: 

Deborah Porter - (Field General) Overcame 
handicap of being chained to the paper 
tank: valiantly held off seven campers in 
"The Battle of the #3 Filters." 


Steve Belasco - (Troop Commander) Handled 
onrush of campers at 8:45 on the porch. 
Awarded metal of Honor after victory іп 
developing sink: "The Conflict of the Hypo- 
Clear Heights." 


Jason Kasler and Brian Gross - (Captains) 
Jason was commended for his reconaissance 
work, using infra-red film in "The Battle 
of the Bulk Loader." Brian was awarded 
the Broom of Bravery, being the sole 
survivor of the path-finding quest into 
the Fun House. 


Alex Fano апа Noeleen Walder - (SEAL:Sea 
Air Land Troops) Saved the Photo Shop 
from destruction in the famous repair job 


of Developer Dam. 


Phillip Leeds - (Lieutenant) Once cleared 
porch in three seconds by intimidation. 
Also halted entire camper platoon with 
the "Hey - what's on your shirt?" routine. 





Maura Axelrod - (Sergeant) Bravely held off 
camper invaders during the eight week 
Paper Tank Siege. 


David Danzig - (Corporal) Bit thirteen 
campers in neck. Recovered quickly after 
Photo Flash Massacre. 


Lola Veber - (Foreign Spy) Spread confusion 
among camper ranks by explaining use of 
enlargers in French. 


Paul Lee - (Hired Mercenary) Saved the day 
after Steve and Deborah were captured in 
the sneak attack by Pub. 


Flashes and Dust-Off were the favored wea- 
pons. 

Camper POW's were tortured by locking them 
in the film loading room and forcing them 
to listem to the new photographic timers 
beeping non-stop. 














‘COMPUTER SHOP 


"No games" yells Brett as he stumbles 
into the shop with a glass of phisohex in 
one hand and a bag, with God knows what іп 
it, in the other. 

"Ben, can I play with your joystick" 
says Daveeed, the shop mascot. 

"This is so gross" exclaims Paul Lee as 
he оорв a New Order tape into the machine. 

Looking around the shop a common sight 
might be fifty soda cans piled up along 
the wall, six bags of Combos lying around, 
and a bottle of urinade trom three days 
ago. 

Ben and Barry hunch over a terminal, 
trying to hide the fact that they are 
playing games on the computer. 

Тһе CITs are always late to bed and 
late to rise. This wav we were ready to 
help the rush of campers as soon as we 
swung the door open. 

Amidst exploding disk drives, broken 
printers, arid scattered comic books we had 
a great summer. 

(This is where we talk about how the 
summer went, and our expectations for next 
year.) But I'm too tired, so see ya next 
year. 
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Barry Freniere 














It was raining, so off I went іп search 
of the Art Shop. Of course, this being my 
first year at Buck's Rock, I had to get 
lost (the rain didn't help). After walk- 
‘ing through mud and rain, and bumping in- 
to people who gave me dirty looks, I final- 
ly found the Art Shop. 

The first person I met was Dr. J, whose 
original name was James Dupree. He would 
later be nicknamed Papa Pitufo by Valerie 
De La Dehesa, one of the JCs. She also 
nicknamed Chris Forby Brainy Smurf. 

Dr. J asked me if I wanted to make Art, 
and told Niko Triantafillou, the other JC, 
to show me where to find the things I need- 
ed. I started a collage, and once it was 
finished, Doug Degood convinced me to make 
a Lino Cut. Ben Bobkoff, one of the CITs, 
then showed me how to ink the Lino Cut 
properly. 

After lunch, I returned to the Art Shop. 
Meredith Carey, another CIT, came over to 
where I was sitting, and showed me how to 
use the lino cutting tools (or as the Brit- 
ish say it, lyno cutting tools). 

I wandered throughout the shop and saw 
Steven Goldenbogen trying to find 26 inch 
stretchers, which were to be taken to the 
Batik Shop by order of Papa Pitufo. 

In the second month, with all the new 
campers, the shop was as busy as it could 
be. But, thanks to the help from Beverly 
Goodrum and Ana Mosseri, the Art Shop was 


as efficient as humanly possible. 

Making art takes patience, and this sum- 
mer І learned that the fine arts are vis- 
ual experiences, they are trips into other 
people's thoughts. 

The pieces that were created throughout 
the summer were projects which had to be 
thought out deeply. 


Sandy Gluzgold 





Maura Axelrod 

















Left: 


Above: 








Figure by David ۸ 
Chess Pieces by Alisa Fetnstein 


Right 
Below 


Running Eyeball by Leland 
Sun by Brian Gillet 





Rogers 



























Right: Face by Keri Marcus 
Above: Sunglasses by 
Vallerie Rotlante 





Left: Lighthouse by 
Rebecca Rather 

Right: Dragon by 
Leeland Rogers 











THE SCULPTURE SHOP 


The Sculpture shop. A shop where you 
can let your imagination run wild in steel, 
wax and bronze, wood, styrofoam, clay, and 
many other interesting mediums. At the 
sculpture shop, you can be taught and as- 
sisted by the hardworking and dedicated 
counselors, Jack Gresko, Dan Neuland, Owusu 
Ansah, and the CIT's Noah Schactman and 
Paul Krinsky. 

Come down to the sculpture shop to cre- 
ate a lawn sculpture, a wood sculpture, or 
perhaps a small clay sculpture. Junk can 
easily be turned into modern sculpture 
there. If you enjoy creating works of art 
which will last for many, many years (as 
the various lawn sculptures, which were 
made in the sculpture shop, prove), then 
the sculpture shop will be a fun place for 
you. At the sculpture shop, you can also 
work in collaboration with other shops. 
For instance, you can make something in 
clay, and cast it in glass, or make some- 
thing in steel or wood and paint it at the 
art shop. 


by Noah Landow 
and Derek Kodower 






Greg Baron 
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Sculoture by Mike Brown 











Pottery by Deborah Brock 





nes nam Leber ein Pottery by Deborah Cohan 


Desalvo--two vases, cup; Ben 
Schkansky--square cup. 








Alexandra Fano 



































CERAMICS :سس‎ 


The ceramics shop is the site of cre- 
ation and originality. I would walk in and 
find Terry working on a large sculpture, 
or Barry throwing some beautiful piece on] 
the wheel. Ceramics is the shop where 
campers can go and make a total mess out 
of their first piece, but a week later 
make a beautiful bowl. 

Barry, Terry, and Nat are skilled pot- 
ters. Terry is also skilled in sculpture 
as well as paper and paper pot making. 
They are helpful, and they know their 
skills and try to help campers learn them. 
. This summer was а season in which camp- (A 
ers turned out beautiful bowls, vases, as ( 
well as some entering monsters іп the mon- 
ster contest. It really was impressive! 

























Debra Cohan 


ВАТІК SHOP 


While this has been a year of change at 
the Batik Shop, some things have remained 
the same. We gained a new counselor--Ma- 
rilyn--who was infatuated with lizards and 
block prints, and Laurie, who returned for 
her third year, continued making her floral 
designs, and nudes. It was also Laurie's 
"occasional" visits from foreign staff that 
added a certain European flair to the shop, 
and her enjoyment of Madonna "songs" that 
added a different kind of flair to the 
shop. And then there was Barbie. Well, 
what can we say? This is a lady who walks 
around with a plastic, neon-yellow purse 
on her head, and likes Kate Bush. This 
year, Barbie's Batik Theme was Chinese 
scenes, and the art of chopstick manipula- 
tion. 

Then there are we-- the Batik_groupies-- 
Brendan, Ariel, Jennifer, Sarah, Dave, 
Lisa, and Matt--CITIT's (you can tell who 
we are, because we always have dye on our 
clothes, hands, and shoes). We have also 
revolutionized the meaning of the word 
Batik with our "Death Corners" that every- 
one was always tripping over, to our col- 
lage that Barbie wouldn't let us keep. 

And for you future Batikers, no need to 
worry, 'cause we'll be back next year as 
CIT's, I'll bet that you can't wait! The 
real CIT's were almost as wild as every- 
thing else (and that's pretty wild!). We 
would like to thank them because they 
never really got mad at us, which is quite 


amazing. They were always there to cut 
fabric, or help set up the dye. Pam turned 
the shop into a zoo with all of her animal 
batiks, and Elissa, who was nice enough to 


‚share her trail mix with us, was hung up 


on her Egyptian designs. 

We have also been helping Pam and Barbie 
prepare for the New Milford 8, We've just 
gotten our first glance of how Barbie runs 
while chasing her all the way to the. Ac-- 
tor's Studio to get this story back from 
her beeause she doesn't trust us. (Then 
again, who would?) | i 

And so goes the tale of Batik Shop "86. 
During our wild antics, we have developed 
a theme song that.some of you may have 
heard: 


Brendan Rich 
Jennifer Wolfe 


(sung to the tune of "Twist and Shout") 

Batik it up baby, Batik it up baby, 

Wax and dye, Wax and dye, 

Come on, come on, come on, come on, baby 

now, come on baby, 

Give it a try, Give it a try, 

woah! | 
Sincerely, the Batik Shop '86: 
the only shop where you can 
truly "Live and Let Dye." 























Rachel Heften 
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Nick 











Philip Leeds 


THE LEATHER SHOP 


After reading the article about Leather 
in the Orientation Booklet, you may decide 
to try leather working. This is the easi- 
est part of working with leather at Buck's 
Rock. First, you must find the leather 
shop.. This isn't easy, since the Leather 
Shop is not located in the same place as 
all of the other shops. It is, instead, 
tucked into a tiny trailer near the girl's 
bunks. There aren't any crazy CIT's or 
bored JC's there either--just Claire (the 
so-called "Leather Lady") and anyone she 
may be instructing at the time. 

After finally locating the Leather Shop, 
you must: enter it without hitting your head 
on the door frame, and find a place to sit 
or stand where no one else is, inside an 
area about three feet square and start 
working with leather. Wrong! First, you 
have to design what you want to make, then 
make it out of heavy brown paper. To do 
this, you must cut out pieces of the paper, 
making sure every edge is straight, and 
tape them together. After submitting this 
paper wallet or hat or whatever for the 
"leather lady's" approval, you must take it 
apart (without ripping the paper), trace 
the pieces onto the leather, cut out the 
leather (still with straight edges), and 
then, and only then, you finally start to 
work with real leather. | 

After using а miniature pizza cutter to 
make dots at regularly spaced intervals to 
show where the holes should go, you can 


break your hand using a hole-puncher to cut 
out all these two hundred tiny holes. Now 
you get a break--you can go up to Weaving, 
at the other end of camp, to get yarn to 
tie all of these tiny, holed pieces of 
leather together. And finally, after many 
trials and tribulations, you can _ 
walk out of the leather shop admiring, your 
finished, great-looking, hand-made, wallet, 
hat, bracelet, purse, or whatever and bang 
your head on the top of the door frame 
(which has suddenly become lower). 


by Brian Bermack 





— 








THE LEATHER LADY 


Claire's green submarine is very much 
like Claire: unique and full of character. 
Claire is very much a part of Buck's 

Rock. We awake in the morning to music such 

as Led Zeppelin and the Grateful Nead 
blaring from her sub. She emerges with а 
new schmata on her head. She is followed 
by Maazy, close behind. She comes in such 
a good mood that not one of us can stand 
her. In her shop, Claire is full of en- 
ergy, and forever telling stories. Claire 
has thousands of stories to tell while you 
are working on a bracelet, pocketbook, hat, 
or anything else you can think of doing in 
leather. When you walk into Claire's sub, 
you think that there is no sense of order, 
but Claire knows where everything is. 
Claire, otherwise known as the leather 
lady, is amazing. She is like a good Jew- 
ish grandmother using Hebrew and Jewish 
sayings. All in all, Claire is just a kid 
at heart. 


Naomi Gelfand 








Clockwise (лот top: Ату Lehman--hat; 
Philice Printz--bracelet; Aimee Bor- 
ger--braided bracelets; Beth Shahade-- 
hackeysaks and arrow earrings; Aimee 
Berger--star earrings; Sheryl Korn- 
feld--wallet. 
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All people come to the Animal Farm to 
have a good time. Іп the past year 
people have come to read a book, play 
some cards, hang out, and of course to 
take care of the animals. With such 
great staff members as Cheryl, Mike, 
Todd, Jeff, and Allan it's hard not to 
have a good time! If you've been to the 
farm in the last year, you've probably 
heard some of these famous quotes: 


"wilbur, Shut Up!" 

"Frankie, get back in your pen!" 
"Can I be on cow watch, Cheryl?" 
"Oh my god, it's twins!" 

"Aw, isn't he cute?" ۱ 

"Ве careful where you step!" 
"Such a glistening sex-goddess!" 


Austin-"Q:What do you call a frog with 


legs? A:A frog!" 
Robert-"Yeah,Sure,It's fine with me." 


So, if you've been to the farm this year 


we know you'.:* had fun listening to us 
make fools of ourselves. And if you 
haven't been to the farm, why not? 


Josh Seelig 





Or here are some of the personalized 
quotes: 


Chervl-"Leave me alone. You're such а 
nudge!" ' 

Mike-"what's а cootie?" 

Todd-"Iguanas for Sale - Get'em While 
They're Green!" 

Jeff-"But I am "working"!" 

Allan-"And the riboforces interact with 
the cronomasses to form the ications." 
Josh- "It really is a long-haired guinea 
pig, I swear it!" 

Leah-"You're such a #?@* lemon." 





Grea Baron 











Greg 


Baron 





Sydney Schoenbach 





SCIENCE SHOP 


All of those who don't like fun might 
as well skip over this article. However, 
if you do enjoy fun, continue reading, 
for the Science Shop is where to find it. 

For example, we have been doing ESP 
tests, GESP tests, DT tests, and tests 
with dice. 

We also have Paul's (from Martial Arts) 
boa, whc has a swollen mouth and doesn't 
want to eat, a mouse, a turtle, and, on 
occasion, а peeper tree frog or toad. 

If you are into non-living animals, we 
have plenty of those floating in little 
jars of formaldehyde. 

If you are into airplanes, Edie will 
teach you plenty about that. You can 
make your own Delta Dart out cf balsa 
wood and paper, and then go out and fly 
it. If you prefer, you сап design your 
own paper plane, and fly it in the contest 
that we have. 

Last but not least, if you enjoy seeing 
what you normally can't, we have plenty 
of microscopes and slides. You can either 
make your own slides or choose to use ones 
that are in the shop. 

So, get on down to the Science Shop. 
There's lots of fun and excitement waiting 
for you, and we never give you final 
exams! ! 





Photos: Maura Axelrod 
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Noeleen Walder 


Clockwise (лот Left: 
scarves by Ellen Frank 
(modeled by Deborah 
Williams, Tammy Richman 
(modeled by Кала Chaborna] , 
Mart Nowitz (modeled by 
Sharon Carn), Melanie 
Lefkavitz, Anna Grishenko, 
Wendy Roth, Laurence 
London, Audrey Fisher 





Left to right: scarves by Sarah Fine, 
Larisa Shtahet (modeled by Sharon Сали, 
Jouanna Brown and Carli Pinto (modeled 
by Deborah Porter. 





Noe£een Walder 








WOOD SHOP 


When you walk into Wood Shop, don't be 
taken aback by the head counselor, Lou Fein, 
who is a bit strange, or the other two | 
counselors, Nick and Nick (but опе is cal- 
led Don instead). Don't be surprised by tne | 
music that is played, which varies from The | 
: Who to country music. After the initial 5 
surprise has worn off, you will soon see 
that there аге many projects that can DO m 
made - bowls, cutting boards, tables, 
chairs, and skateboards. These might sound \ 
hard, but they really aren't and campers 
soon become quite experienced. Jason | 
Curtis, for example, has made so many bowls | 
tnat he knows more about bowl-making than 
just about any CIT in the shop. Robert ; | 
Bonder has become very good at designing 
his own work. As for the CITs - Matt 
Rosenthal, Mike Katz and Adam. Lubinsky, Ei 
well, they were there to make your life : $ ; | 
miserable. ۱ ; u 
If you live through all of this, Wood | 




















Shop is no problem. : 


Matt Rosenthal 
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From top, clockwise: cabinet by Daniel 
104۵10 66, egg by Robert Bonder, bread 
board by Steve Levin, bowk by Jonathan 
Gross, Standing bowk by Daniek Maimin, 
Striped bowk by Justin Lehren, striped 
box by Dacy Desarden, plain box by Robert 
Lauter, plain bowl by Raphie Breines, 
Striped bowl by Eliza Leonard and striped 
box by Lissie Deines. 


Greg Baron 


he place, the myth, the legend, Pub. 
The Pub pit has orange painted chairs 
which are gradually becoming rainbow 
colored as the paint from several years 
is veeled off by Amy, Kathie, and others. 
The pit is a conversational connection, 
the place to go for topics from how first 
impressions are formed to the yearbook 
cover. Intense relationships are formed 
between those Buck's Rockers known as 
"Pubbies". Through all of the clamor runs 
the rhythm of the presses. 

, Various special events took place during 
the summer, such as orientation with the 
Pub Shop song (Thank you, Mark!), the 
anti-cliche raids, and the Pub Shop trip 
to Candlewood Lake. Then there are various 
unexplained phenomena, such as the dis- 
appearing exacto knives, T-squares, and 
copy-not-blue pencils. Daily battles are 
fought and won in the music war between 
the older counselors (pro-WBBC) and the 
JC's, CIT's, and campers (pro-radio). 

The counselors are part of the special 
appeal of Pub: 
Mark is the very huggable musician with 





endless initiative who provides comic 
relief with his song parodies. One of the 
best was the yearbook song. His alter- 
ego, Dudley, occupies a special place of 
honor, and his comic strips delighted all. 

Bob is the indisputable head of Pub. 

"Uhh, yuh got yuh deadline fa ya... 
tirty-five runs a day fa ya campers... 
where's Peter...Where's Tim...Where's 
Fons?" 

Fons lives in New New Amsterdam while 
here at Buck's Rock. For Staffwords he 
contributed a windmill which took him 
three hours to design and then three hours 
to build! His comments, such as "Ohhmyvy 
Gahhdd!" and "Hoopnaah!" keep Pubbies 
continually informed of his presence. 

"You sure this is straight?" he asks as 
he does layout and teaches techniques. 

Frank, another New New Amsterdamite, is 
the travelling buddy, and fourteen year 
second mother to Fons. He sings over the 
presses (practicing for Chorus) and Pub- 
bies often hear "The diesel on his tail 
going ninety miles an hour." He's Mr. 
Mellow. "Well, that's all right." He and 
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Fons introduced the Dutchman bent-knee- 
stance to Buck's Rock. 

Tim brings to mind certain often heard 
cries - "Where's Tim...Amy, go wake him 
up." Surrounded by aspiring writers he asks, 
"What's the controlling image here?" He 
keeps odd hours, can often be found asleep 
in the Ritz, and hates question poems, 
crystal shards, and bubbles. YAWN. 

"Yo, Maria. 

Tan, according to some Pubbies who 
will go unmentioned, has "come-to-bed" 
eyes. He's consistently complacent, yet 
incredibly irrascible. Known as the Pub 
Shop Darling, he can be dangerous when the 
presses hitch up. Along with Frank, he 
performed miracles with the Buckbill 
runs. "Whatchew laughin at? Get out of 
my face." 

Sharon,” let's be selective here,start 
weeding," is the post-Tim poet repair 
person. She dispens::s kiwi haircuts, has 
а “Nose for news", and is known as the 
Justification Queen. 

Gia,“such beautiful hair", is a savior, 
and a lender of good science fiction. 

She smiles and says,"Got anything for me 
to do at the house? I'm so bored there." 
She reigns as short story queen, and as 
the most obnoxious shoelace tier. Betsy 
said, "She's more critical than Tim." (But 
then Betsy loooves onions). 

Maria is Miss Vocal. She is the winner 
of the interior genius award and enjoys 
vegging out on the not-so-orange chairs. 
"Keep going." 

Marci's (Mawsee) battle cry is "COFFEE." 
This bundle of dark-haired energy raises 





the question is Mawsee really Maria? Is 
Maria really Mawsee? Gawd only knows. 

Rachel (Good ol' Miss Ratchet) is effi- 
ciency personified (Grrr). She holds the 
title for the springiest hair at Buck's 
Rock (barely defeating Fons and Risa). 
"Wait, wait...I think..." She success” 
fully switched from needling thread to 
needling writers(Ha,ha,ha). 

Amy has avoided mono to become а suc- 
cessful stereo layout J.C.  "Hellooooo" 
she drapes herself over Pubbies and plays 
at being clothing. She successfully 
survived àll emotional traumas once again. 

Peter - "Who's Peter?" "You know, the 
J.C. who gets here at 11:30" (Just kiddina, 
Tim probably holds that record) - is king 
of the blue lined paper. He provided . 
moral support for the Moral Support Editor 
and gave pre-Tim aid to those with severe 
Tim phobias. "He's so sweet, but. I 
don't know how to Bay ite” 

There are two CIT's at Pub. Sandro has 
a very busy schedule, he spends half of 
the day here and the other fourteen hours 
at the music shed, the clown shop, etc. 
He's successfully ameobic and has an in- 
sane grin. "Sure, І"11 read your poem, 
just let me get a blue pencil." 

Danny is the other CIT. "Touchy, touchy, 
touchy." "This really makes me „angry. 
M can't tell you what to write. 

Now we have those Pubbies ‚who aren't 
staff (but who are this year's editors). 

Kathy, twin (Which is which?) „ is Miss 
Persistant. "Where's my T-square, copy- 
not-blue pencil...Arrgg...Who ate that ar- 
ticle...It was just here...Hey, Kath, watch 


that black (oops) ink. 
FOREVER." 

Kathie is the other twin (which is 
which?). "SPICE!" (Spice withdrawal.) 
"Where's my story...I'm gonna kill Тіп!" 
“Cheer up!" (Hug, hug.) She is the psy- 
cniatrist in residence. Тіп says, "Okay- 
so She's here on time. So kill me!" 

Risa is the runner-up for the springiest 


. COpy-not-blue 


hair. (Conductive yet allusive -- how's 
that for big words?) "All 22?" "so, vad- 
daya tink?" 


Ezra is the holder of the elusive Pub 
Snot Shots (which have never seen reality). 
"I'll bet...0.K., so Tim was right, kill 
me! (I'll get you next time!)" "No, no, 
YOU staple and I'll fold." He wins the 
maniacal laughter award. 

Alissa is queen of the first draft re- 
writes. "Food...food...food... all encased 
in neat boxes of yellow happy Volvos... 
enti-cliche...what list?" "Do you really 


think I'm (fill in the blank)?" 

Joanna holds the secret encased Mr. Hyde 
laugh. She leads the anti-bubble briaade 
(a recent convert). "How do they write so 
quickly?" 

Laura is the neatest Pubbie EVER! "Hi, 
I just got here, wanna read my 75 poems?" 
Tim says, "Ya know she kinda reminds me of 
an iguana (call ME a ooldfish!)." 

Laurie is the queen of LaLaLand (is e 
a Pubbie? You betcha!) 

well, we've all got great memories of 
Pub this year. Pub is for conversation, 
good music (or not so good music: "Judd, 
what the beep is this?!") writing, and most 
of all, people. They make this shop what 
it is. (Where else can you do the Collating 
Two-step?) Have a great year! 


Е Written collectively by Тһе Pub Shop 
u edited by Kathie Norman 














TO print or not to print. That is the 
question. If I print, then I have to 
choose what to print. І mean, there are 
so many things to choose from, like sta- 
tionary, pads, business cards, and bump- 
er stickers. But, if I don't print, then 
I can't have the counselors and CIT's at 
the Print Shop help me. But if I do print, 
then I have to worry about what to say. 
But, the counselors and CIT's wil: help me 
with that. 

I guess there's no choice. To print 
is the answer. 





Jenny Shapiro 





Noe£een 





Walder 








SUBURBIA REVISITED?? 


From the exterior the Silkscreen Shop 
looks like a harmless suburban home, as is 
seen by the garden complete with astroturf 
and pink flamingos. 

But... on the inside, the walls are 
papered with sultry dames, and the shop it- 
self is staffed by the sultriest dames of 
all: Bosha, Liz, Nina, Andrea (CIT) and 
Lizzie (CIT), and guarded by a very feroc- 
ious 5-foot python named Killer. 

Suspicious goings-on have been reported; 
campers were seen entering the shop t 
spotlessly clean, and then observed coming 
out completely covered in ink. It has also 
been rumored that many deaths have occured 
from the countless water fights that take 
place in the general vicinity of Silk- 
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And all over camp, mysteriously, beaut- 
iful prints have been cropping up every- 
where. 
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GLASSBLOWING 


Like--Omigod! Write an article about 
the glass shop?! I mean, what can you say 
about the best shop at Buck's Rock? It's 
like the total ultimate in coolness? But 
like it's cool in the awesome sense! 

You take this mushy-squashy red-hot 
stuff and like, somehow it turns into a-- 
bigger mush! Fooled you, heh! You thought 
I'd say a perfectly shaped bowl or some- 
thing, didn't you? But seriously, you have 
made some pretty cool stuff! 'Cause when 
you follow the example of Michael making 
castings of the remains of annoying camper's 
bones, how can you go wrong? 

Also to help you, there's this blond 
thing--Beulah (really Barbara Wallace) -- 
who's this mondo-foxy goddess of glass! 

She like puts wings and ears onto vases-- 
that is, when she's not helping kids smash 
their faces into sand to cast them in 


glass--only to later hang them up and throw 


pies аж, 

You may find that the blond god--Steve 
Angelson, mostly due to his early morning 
bubbliness is like the main force of the 
shop. Steve takes оп any task with а 
cheerful smile and is especially skillful 
in rescuing glass pieces that are like def- 
initely nearing death's door. Of course, 
most pieces do not reach this critical 
point. Like, if they did, the shop would 
not be as cool--or should I say НОТ--ав 
it is! 


Another totally awesome dude is the 
other JC, Todd Katzner. Under his watchful 
eye, campers are sure to create like to- 
tally gorgeous pieces. But, you like have 
to watch out for his snide remarks. How- 
ever, keep in mind that he's just a sweet 
pussycat inside. 

Don't think for a minute that this awe- 
some shop would like survive without the 
three superlative, incredibly cool CIT's. 
These wonder-dudes: Kerry, Lydia, and. 
Joey (a.k.a. Kim, Lorraine, and Jim) keep 
the shop in order by like doing these major 
tasks that range from sweeping, washing 
cullet, teaching lessons, and sometimes 
they like have to be masseuses! Anyway, 
you can come to glass any time of the 
day, and see Joey arguing with Lydia, 

Lydia arguing with Kerry, Kerry arguing 
with Joey, and so on. | 

Well, now if you can't feel һом totally 
awesome the shop is, you just like aren't 
cool! And don't think we have just glass- 
blowing, because there's casting, sand- 
blasting, etching AND glassblowing! I 

mean, what more could any normal teenager 
want besides a phone with a built-in answer- 
ing machine and a 26" color television-- 
cable-ready of course. Like--be real dudes! 


` The Glass Shop--it's HOT! 


Kerry Blinder 
.Lydia Neuman 
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Тор SNEL Left хо "night: 
Joey Center, Jason Wilde, 
Greg Baron, Jason Wilde. 
Middle shelf, clockwise 
{Лот Left: Jon Sadowski, 
Lydia Neuman, Greg Baron, 
Kerry Blinden, Alanna 
Estin, Jason Wilde, Alanna 
Estin. 

Bottom shelf, Left to night: 
Joey Center, Greg Baron, 
Kerry Blinden, Kina Simon, 
Lydia Neuman, Lydia Neuman, 
Kina Simon 


Greg Baron 





CHORUS 


New members to the chorus might be a bit 
confused and flustered at their first cho- 
rus rehearsal. This is conceivable, be- 
cause not everybody understands Old English, 
music, and/or David Lamper. Taken out of 
context, David's remarks such as; "Give 
` me more chest, ladies," or "I want lots of 
spit," could possibly be considered offen- 
Sive. But to all who know (and love) him, 
he's just trving to help us learn the long 
lost art of singing. Іп this respect, ۲ 5 
the best that can be. 

He achieved the seemingly impossible by 
selecting all kinds of songs, from the, Ne- 
gro spiritual, "Soon Ah Will Be Done" by 
Dawson, to the pretentious English anthem 
"Land of Hope and Glorv" by Edward Elgar. 
Later on in the summer, we not only sang 
the songs, we EXPERIENCED them. For exam- 
ple, "Frankie and Johnny" showed off the 
immense acting and dancing talents of the 
chorus (chuckle, chuckle)... ۱ 

In any event, the members of chorus ful- 
filled the only prerequisite: to enjoy 
singing. 

... and yes, it probably did help 
David's ego to have all the female members 
of the chorus pout at him. 


Kate Heggarty 
Debbie Rifkin 


ORCHESTRA 


A casual observer might wonder, while 
strolling by the Music Shed ( alias Mushed), 
exactly what goes on in there... 

"Maria, I just met a girl named Maria, 
RUN HER OVER WITH A BUS!!!" screams our con- 
ductor, Kerry Stratton. "Now get it right, 
PLEASE!" Along with, "In tempo, MY tempo, 
please " and, "Ladies and gentlemen, we 
are here to witness the burial of three 
chords..." Well, you get the picture. 

Remember the first week? Kerry on the 
podium yelling about p-p-p-punctuality. By 
the third week of July, the faithful CITs, 
Sue Berel and Debbie Rifkin were rushing 
through breakfast to have those stands and 
chairs set up by 9:00 AM. Then, around 9:15, 
the "professional" staff strolled in. First, 
our "cast" (ha,ha)David "Hop-A-Long" Lamper, 
then Katy "Tripod" Horsley and Ravenna "Sore 
Paw " Helson, and Debbie "Hobbles" Rifkin. 

It seems that Mushed is known for its 
disabled staff members. But these people 
are very talented. We have a large orchestra, 
and quite a range of instruments (even 
though we have eight flutes and only four 
cellos, we still come out sounding pretty 
good ). 


-Jill Astmann 
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FOLK GUITAR 


You can usually find us at the camp- 
fire site singing or at the Music Shed 
attending a concert or two. People that 
signed up for lessons had a chance to 
join the Folk Ensemble, which consisted 
of campers and counselors that enjoyed 
playing and singing at the campfire site 
and various concerts. This year, we had 
a great Folk Ensemble consisting of four 
or five singers and instruments including 
guitar, classical guitar, banjo, and 
occasionally flute. If you didn't get a 
chance to play in the Ensemble this year 
and enjoy performing in front of others 
or leading sing-a-longs, you might want 
to make it a point to join it next year. 
Remember, if you enjoy playing guitar 


¿around other people or just want to take 


lessons, the Folk Guitar Workshops are ee 
place to be. 


The Folk Ensemble was led by: 


NEIL BLACKADDER 
JASON GOODMAN 
MARK TUCHMAN 
JEFF WILKINSON 


Jason Goodman 








VIDEO SHOP 


Once upon a time, Josh Abrams and Juana 
Sapire, Papa and Mama Video at Buck's Rock, 
worked in a closet-like space joined to 
the Clown Shop. Here is an example of a 
conversation at the Video Shop: 

Juana: Good morning, Josh. Do you know 
if those new battery cables came in yet? 

Josh : No, I don't think so, Juana, we 
will just have to use our forty minute bat- 
teries and hope for the best. At least I 
haven't dropped any VCRs lately. 

Juana: Yes, we must use what we have, 
maybe next year we'll get out of this 
closet and get a Shop of our own. By the 


way, where are all of our Video News 
people? 
Josh : They're probably down at the 








. waterhole, swimming. 


Juana: Ме have to meet our deadline, 
though. 
Josh : What can we do? 


As well as taping performances and 
events around camp, the Video Shop finally 
got the Video News Show out in midsummer. 
They also worked with some campers on an- 
imation projects, as well as teaching many 
campers how to shoot with a video camera. 


Even with the various equipment problems 


at the beginning of the summer (careful 
carrying those VCRs Josh!), the Video Shop 
succeeded in capturing the spirit of the 
summer of '86 on video tape. E 


Paul Marcus 
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Бу Seth Diamond 


WBBC had a most successful summer this 
year. Okay, so we blew a few amplifiers, 
were forced to postpone auditions for The 
Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, changed 
announcers at mealtimes, but other than 
that, it was a darn good summer. 

The staff consisted of three CIT's, one 
JC, and one counselor. They were: Seth 
Diamond, Andy Simon, Ajay Khashu (our hard- 
working CIT's), Andy Feigin, the JC who al- 
ways (well, sometimes) knows what to do in 
case of another Earth-shaking technical 
disaster; and our head counselor, Julian 
Richards, who also woked with the Actor's 
Studio. Oh, yes, what would we do with- 
out Rudy Veltre, without whom we wouldn't 
have been оп the air? 


Our newscasters this year consisted of 
Audrey Fisher, David Adlerstein, and yours 
truly, Seth Diamond. We've ione everything 
from serious news, sports, and weather, to 
a story about a gopher giving birth to four 
rabbits, a chipmunk, and a packet of M&M's. 

Well, that's it for the final WBBC Re- 
port. I'm Seth Diamond, and we'll see you 
next year. 














LSD 


At LSD, counselors and campers work to- 
gether to design, set up, and run all of 
the productions at the Summer Theatre and 
Acton's Studio. 

Each morning, after a good dose of cof- : 
fee, the crew gathers together to discuss 
the day's work schedule. Campers are giv- 
en a place in various crews: Lighting, 
Sound, Evening Activity, and so forth, and 
we all set out to accomplish our missions. 

For a change of pace, we may break out 
the pyrotechnics kit and have a literal 
blast. Ок, there's always the chance to 
make a set look like a foggy night in Eng- 
land. 

Through hard work, cooperation, and 
stamina, the LSD crew keeps the shows look- 
ing and sounding great, the P.A. system 
working, the tech support for evening ac- 
tivities running, and the entire crew 
laughing (usually). It's a good time! 


















by The Gang at LSD N 
C 


Толу Foran 








Lola Veber 








ACTORS STUDIO 


"The Wedding," "Making the Play," and 
"Doctor Faustus" were the three plays per- 
formed by the Improv. Theatre of the Actor's 
Studio this year. Initially conceived in 
the mind of the Improv. director, Jon Willis, 
the plays were inprovised, workshopped, writ- 
ten, adapted, and performed by participating 
campers. Not only is performing the plays 
"on the night" a great achievement in itself, 
but Buck's Rock now has in its theatre library 
three scripted plays constructed and devel- 
oped by the campers themselves. 











۱ SET CONSTRUCTION 


This summer, a dedicated few sawed, ham- 
mered, and applied crowbars viciously, thus 
creating little pieces of other times and 
nlaces for people to act upon. 

These very solid bits of magic were all 
designed by Robert Alan Harner and made 
real by the counselors Scott Bowden, Tama- 
ra Revels, and Kristen Larson; the JC's: 
Adam Reisman and Steven Leif; and the CIT's 
Simon Firestone and Jonathan Fieldman. 
Together with a small group of campers and 
bored acting CIT's, we created such things 
as an apple tree and a gothic mansion out 
of wood, cloth, and paint. 

Set Construction is difficult, dirty 
work, but it's also a satisfying job, es- 
pecially when the curtain goes up. 


Simon Firestone 


Photos: 


Daniel 





Mami 








‚DANCE STUDIO 


Hold your stomach in! Point those toes! 
Keep your leg straight! Tuck your butt 
under! Turn your leg out! Straighten your 
arm! 

If you ever 
at Buck's Rock 


come to a dance class here 
these would become very 
familiar words to hear. The classes range 
from ballet to tap taught by Jennifer H. to 
modern and jazz taucht by Jose S. We have 


É vor 


y 
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one performance at the studio which, along 
with rehearsals, prepares us for our big 
performance ... Dance Night. 

The Dance Studio is a great place to be 
when you can share the experience of dan- 
cing with so many talented and creative 
people to learn from and dance with. The 
enthusiasm of the dancers and the choreo- 
graphers makes for an exciting show and a 
great time at the dance studio. 


Alexandera Beller 
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SUMMER THEATRE 1986 | 


intensity 

energy 

breathing 

Kate's coffee 
Dracula 

raunch! 

laughing 

crying 

On Borrowed Time 
death 

Cabaret 

love 

family 

blood 

break a vein! 
apple trees 
notes 

Salem Lights Menthol 
rain 

evil energy 

tech nights 
Next! 

cast lists 

turn out! 

The Stronger 

Mr. -n- Mrs. GOD 
Knel 

69.55 € 

life. 


a brainstorm by :chlo 


deb 
zo 
zan 


Daniel Maimin 











SOCCER 


Soccer was amazing this year at Buck's 
Rock. Every night there was a "recreation- 
al" game organized by counselor Mike Cura. 
Anyone who wanted to play could (although 
some "chose" not to show off their soccer 
"skills"), but everyone had fun. 

The co-ed camper soccer team, affection- 
ately called the Buckettes, won both its 
games against Camp Hillcroft.. This was 
done easily, 9-to-1 and 8-to-1. Fellow 
Buckettes included Sue Fox and Pam Papish 
(team captains), Lauren, Gillian, David, 
Noah, Ben, Perry, etc, etc, etc. Not to 
mention our coach Mike, who led us into 
victory with his patience and understanding. 


Thanks Mike! 


Pam Papish 





TENN IS 


The tennis program this year has been 
very successful and inspiring to all. The 
talented staff were: Alan Conroy, Nowell 
Chernick (JC), Ivan Gueron (JC), Janna 
Weiss (CIT), and Aaron Karczmer (CIT). 

We tried hard to improve the level of the 
camper's game. We played many tournaments 
in and out of camp. All campers and CIT's 
were allowed to participate in tournaments 
in camp. For the inter-camp tournaments, 
the top-seeded players on the ladder were 
qualified to play. The 3uck's Rock tennis 
ladder is a ranking of players who challenge 
each other to be ranked higher. There has 
always been an older boys ladder and a 
girls ladder, but this year we also in- 
cluded a boys 15 and under ladder. 

During July, we were gifted with Sebas- 
tian and Ben L'oiseau from France. In ad- 
dition to their great playing, they added 
to the enthusiasm of the tennis program. 
Ben Schlansky was also a very talented 
player who gave Sebastian fierce competi- 
tion. 

To all those who participated in the 
tennis program, thanks for making tennis 
this summer very special. 


Janna Weiss 
Aaron Karczmer 





Dave Danzig 
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PIONEERING 


As soon as you hear Stefan bellow over 
the loudspeaker that there is a twenty-mile 
hike to Bear Mountain, you rush to the 
office in order to sign the sheet. Then 
when the morning of the hike rolls around, 
you remember that you have to roll out of 
bed. Thoughts of sore muscles and dry 
throats swirl in your head, but wait, what 
is that? An ice cream cone, in this scen- 
ario, it must be that ever popular Carvel 
stop manifesting itself at the right moment. 
There is your incentive. Hurry up, run down 
to the porch and tell Stefan to wait for you 
while you go back to vour bunk and grab a 
canteen. The next part of the tourney is the 
worst. You have to drive for abcut an hour. 
When the van stops, Stefan has to wake 
everyone up. Then the cold cuts start to 
disappear as everyone makes four sandwiches 
for the trek ahead. It is incredible how 
the ingredients for forty sandwiches can be 
devoured by six people. 

Now the hike starts. About a mile and a 
half-hour later, cries of "are we there 
yet?" ring out from the group. Since the 
maps are hardly ever reliable, Stefan has 
to use his Swiss intuition and pick a trail 
that will bring us to the top. Three or 
four stops and seven empty canteens later 
we make it to tne top of the mountain. 

Then we stay at the top for an hour eating 
what we made at the van or wild blueberries, 
and taking in the sights. Next Mark takes 
some pictures, (inside joke) and we are off. 
It takes us about half as much time to get 
to the bottom as it did to reach the top. 


When we do get to the van, we all fall 
asleep until we arrive at Carvel and Dunkin 
Donuts where we waste all of our money on 
junk food, it's great!! 


Barry Freniere 





Mark Stein 


ARCHERY 


Hello, Posterity! 


Well, no mongoose trap, and only one 
target. Bus has nose bent by finger 
stretching same to one side. Wonder: How 
many gnats required to fill Hilton? Ques- 
tion irrelevant--no gnats present. Likely 
sensed thoughts of Master Mac, and, anti- 
cipating incense burning, didn't pass by. 
Writing good "therapy" for archery nostalaia. 

Enough of past--already world has thou- 
sands of volumes on history. Camp good 
place for beginning relationship without 
math. But on second thought, not. Exces- 
sive head tilting induces rapid vertigo. 
Hark! Kitchen staff member beating dong-- 
hard! Loud ringing interrupting clear 


thought... Oh, yes: archery. Most likely 
counselor approaches soon following ring- 
ing--disrupts writing. 

Ah! Archery counselor already here and 
engaged in mild conversation with us.  Pos- 
sibly, if time permits, will shoot bow anc 
arrow. Not understand how can shoot bow-- 
only arrows. Bow not aerodynamically sta- 
ble. Not only inefficient design, though, 
also arrow not flexible enough to provide 
sufficient propulsion for bow to fly. 
Lastly, bow not sharpened properly to stay 
in target. Oh, well--possibly more exper- 
ienced counselor will explain? Yes, I hope 
so. Homo post hominem mind curious... 

Will go learn arcery (or archery as they 
spell it this year). 
















FENCING 


Three years of fencing here in Buck's 
Rock has succeeded in numbing me to the ju- 
venile and idiotic eccentricities of the 
Fencing Shop. Silly as it may sound, there 
IS something gratifying and exciting about 
stabbing at another person with a long me- 
tallic object (i.e. а foil). 

Mark England has returned again, too 
cocky to wear a protective jacket, and too 
silly to stay in Britain where he has a 
steady girlfriend. He is always eager to 
teach, practice, and improve his impaling 
techniques on us naive and trusting neophyte 
campers. Always a chivalrous character, he 
will apologize as he twists his blade out 
of your chest. David Ranz has retuned as 
а JC. I have а suspicion that Mark is Da- 


vid's hero, and David has come back just to 
Of course, 


emulate his idol. David's fen- 








cing has improved considerably and he owns 
his own equipment, reason enough to make 
him a JC. 

After the first few days, you'll notice 
that there are two near-comatose individuals 
who occasionally fence. These are the CIT's 
Simeon Manber and Jon Gelbord. If they're 
not staring out into oblivion or playing 
frisbee with the breastauards, they'll leth- 
argically help you out. They really do 
fence well, if they remember. ! 

Ав always, there is the fencing ladder. 
with your humble commentator at the top, апа 
competitions where we even keep score. 

Mark is shaking hands with his latest victim, 
and everyone else is looking really mellow. 
Bxcuse me while I stir the peons into some 
stage of excitement. 


ch 


Michel Evanchik 














CAMP LIFE 
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GIRLS' ANNEX I 


Recipe for a great bunk: 


1. Start with about 28 campers or so. 

2. Add two terrific house counselors, 
three wonderful JC's, and two super 
shop counselors. 

3. Slowly throw in good times, bad times, 
fights and arguments. 

4. Со on an overnight. 


Stagg Photo 


5. Have a pizza party. 

6. Supply little closets, hardly any 
shelves, a bathroom that is shared 
bv everyone and not enough outlets 
near a mirror for us to dry our hair 
by. 

7. Make a couple of bunk rules, like: 
a) "Shout before you flush!" 

b) Out of the bunk when the gong rings 
and с) get up by 8:15 or else... 

Put this all together and I guarantee :а 

great bunk and a great summer. 





GIRLS’ ANNEX II 


Annex Two is really, shucky darn, nice. 
We are generally good-natured, thouch we 
often hold our counselors in absolute ab- 
horrence. 
| No, anyway, we are next to the odiferous 
septic field, so if we wrinkle our noses a 


great deal, that is the reason. On the 
whole, we have lovely noses. 
Annex Two is very spacious. Not to be 


superior or anything, but my room (entirely 
typical) is ample for six people with two 
sinks (at least one clogged with tissues) 
and an adjoining bathroom, now devoid of: 
araffiti. 

During a month, there are about twenty- 





six of us, and our counselors, two lovely | 
women who are the pinnacle of British charm | 
(Ceri and Claire), and the sweet shirt со1- 
lector, Buffalonian, Lisa. | 
Bosha and Nina relinquish their squeegies 
to put us to bed, Judybeth complains of OD 
during rest hour and Laurie proudly passes | 
around pictures of her beau. 
Alas, for our shared showers. We be- 
grudge Annex One for housing our bathroom. | 
Sometimes we figure it's intelligent, to wake 
up extra-early and shower only to discover 
a dozen others wake up with similiar in- ہے‎ 
tentions and much complaining ensues. | 
Annex Two - the girls, the clothes, the 
hearts,.the eyes, the showers, | 
the indisputable, the that which makes | 


Annex Two what it is. . ۳ 
Laurie Feigin | 


Staff Photo | 

















Agter a Long hard day cf {4хХид the camp and making 
the trees safe (лот squirrels, Mark and Cory relax 
together with a couple of ice cold Buds. AAAAHHH! 
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BOYS HOUSE DOWNSTAIRS 


It was a memorable early morning in the 
Boys' House Downstairs. "Get up," cried 
Paul, who was standing in the hall. He was 
wearing green pants, an army jacket, black 
boots, and was holding a water machine gun. 
He walked into the room next to us. 

"Squirrt!!" "Ahhh!" 

Down the hall ran a wet boy. After 
hearing this, І jumped out of bed and head- 
ed for the showers. Upon entering the bath- 
room, І noticed a yellow liquid dripping 
from the ceiling. Marc walked in and ex-. 
plained that the upstairs toilets had over- 
flowed. І cautiously walked toward the 
shower, and tried to adjust the water tem- 
perature. First the water was warm, but 
then someone flushed the toilet, and І got 
scalded. І jumped out of the shower and 
got dressed. Finally, the morning was over. 


1 
| 


Alan Steremberg 














When you get to Buck's Rock, the first 
place you go to is the famous canteen. Af- 
ter filling yourself with junk, you see a 
huge palace lying directly in back of the 
canteen. When you take a step closer, you 
are greeted by the notorious David Lamper.. 

David Lamper, who is one of the house 
counselors at the palace, is very nice and 
warm to you even though he has no idea who 
you are. 

After being greeted by Dave, you find 
out that this magnificent palace is none 
other than BOY'S CABINS... 

Boy's Cabins has two floors, and also 
more than one house counselor. First of 
all, there's Neil Blackadder, who is a 
counselor for Boy's Cabins downstairs. 

When you go upstairs, you meet Lee Hammond, 
who is a basketball instructor as well. 
Theu there's Tory Williams, who is а 

guitar teacher as well as a swell house- 
counselor. О | ^ Ku xs 
۲ After meeting all the counselors іп TTI ۱۱ ۱ ۱ SLL ae 
‘Boy's Cabins, you meet the kids, and the 7 

kids are always пісе. . .Еһеу геа11у аге! ral 

Well, as you can see, Bov's Cabins is rm. 
great, you work and have fun at the same = 
time..-Oh, by the way, did I forget to 
mention that Boy's Cabins is right behind 
the canteen? 
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Diego Gleyser 
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‚ GIRLS’ CABINS 


I can't even begin to tell you what it 
is like to live in Girl's Cabins. It is 
my Opinion that none of us get enough. 
sleep, so it is really pathetic to be 
awakened each morning by the ever so loud. 
Claire, who blasts the Grateful Dead each 
morning at the ungodly hour of 7:30, and 
proceeds to yell, "Good morning world!" 
so the whole camp can hear. Despite 
Claire's loudness, her attempt to get 
everybody up and out of bed has definitely 
failed. So, she sends in Sue, who is half 
dead herself. Eventually, we all get out 
of bed just to keep Claire and Sue out of 
the bunks. Of course, none of us go to 
breakfast before 8:30, because we know it 
won't take more than ten minutes to eat. 
Soon after, we are all pushed out of the 
bunks to go to the shops, but we all com- 
plain about having no place to go. Never- 
theless, I believe that most of the in- 
habitants of Girl's Cabins have taken ad- 
vantage of the shops at Buck's Rock, and 
will go home with evidence of some. It 
is to our counselors' great discontent 
that we are in the bunks once again after 
the work gong rings at 2:00, trying to 
figure out at what time we are going to 
shower. But soon we are all too busy 
worrying about where the mail is. After 


a full afternoon's work, we ali rush to get 


on line for dinner. It is, of course, one 
of those canteen nights that we are famous 





for. And, because of our hard day's work, 
it doesn't take us long to fall asleep, 
but before lights go out, we have our 
daily visits from Barbie to collect empty 
cans, Jennifer dances through our bunks 
turning off the lights while Marilyn 
listens to all the problems and soothes 
one and all, and Emma to collect her 
sweeties, chewies, and chocolate. Soon, 
we fall asleep, ready to be awakened the 
next morning to face another Buck's Rock 
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Daum By: Nosh Landong 
Written By: Cherles Swertz 
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` GIRLS HOUSE DOWNSTAIR 


7:30--Campers lie limp in their eds, 
showing no signs of life, as the 
wake-up gong rings faintiy and un- 
noticed in the background. 

7:43--Counselors manage to fall out of bed 
to make a gallant (but useless) at- 
tempt to drag campers out of bed. 
After the counselors muster up enough 
energy to bellow "GET UP!!", they 
soon realize the seemingly brain- 
dead bunch of campers are making no 
attempt whatsoever to get up. They 
accept this with the vague reminder 
that they themselves are walking 
zombies. 

8:00--The breakfast gong rings--signifying 
an invitation (and an excuse) to try 
to wake the campers up. Close, but 
no cigar. 

8:13--Some campers slowly begin to wake 
and sit up (slowly, and very care- 
fully, vertabrae by vertabrae). 

8:20--Ву now, normal morning activities 
such as waking up freezing, jumping 
into a cold shower, and emerging 
colder than before,have begun. 

8:55--By now, most are ready: dressed, 
dried, and dreary, and they announce 
that they are going to breakfast. 
They run into the Dining Hall, and 
manage to grab a Kilo-bowl of dry 
cereal, and dash out. 





9 I think that I have made my point thor- 
cughly, and there's no need to go on. 

Although we complain a lot, our counsel- 
ors are sadistic torturers in the morning, 
later, they step into a telephone booth, 
and transform into the loving, cheerful, 
kind, sensitive, substitute mothers we all 
know them to be. 

It was a good summer, though painful 
friendship gaps were left by first-monthers, 
they were soon filled by a tremendous load 
of great second monthers. 


Martine Zilversmit 
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GIRLS’ ANNEX CABINS 


Who says that you can't take it with you!? 
As the summer comes to an end, we would 
like to leave all of our counselors some- 


thing to remember Girls' Annex Cabins by... 


LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 





We leave Rita: 
a nice boy from China 
We leave Anita: 
a book of baby names 


QUOTES: 

"Stop knocking!" 

"І lost my contact lens.” 

"Somebody mop the bathroom floor!" 

"Think of a way to sneak into early dinner!" 
"I'm not getting up!" 


Joanna Fuhrman 
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We leave Deb: moe 
a torch 


We leave Kristen: 
a third ovation after 
a jazz performance 

We leave Liz Berger: 










a million cans of |! || 
diet soda ІШІН 
Ме leave Kara: پچ وا سے‎ 2 


a catalogue and an 
endless budget to 
restock the weaving 
studio 

We leave Ашу: 
Bunk 13 
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` GIRLS HOUSE UPSTAIRS. 


Rest hour: screams of "Could you get 


that ball, please?" and "Aw, I hate sevens. 
I can't get past them" fill the room that 
adjoins the two sections of the bunk. Yes, 
jacks, the kiddie game of past generations, 
is now the newest popular pastime at GHU. 
Jacks not only provide the necessary 
thrills and chills for an exciting rest 
hour, but it is also a terrific social 
Opportunity. You can't imagine the conver- 
sation topics that come up while playing 
the game. 

EXAMPLE: 

"Let's reminisce...Remember Romper Room? 
...Remember King Kong with Jessica Lange? 
+ «Remember the Nancy Drew books?... Remem- 
ber the BeeGees?,..Remember the Brady 
Bunch?" and so on. 

Well, there you have a typical rest hour 

at GHU! 
. Now let us introduce you to the people 
in our bunk: 
JESSICA-Jessica's spazzes are sometimes 
7 to bear, but when she calms down she's 
cool. 
BECKY-Becky is usually known for her good 
taste in boys and bad taste in posters. 
LESLIE-Leslie is really sweet, but watch 
out for her during a full moon. 
AMANDA-She is known for collecting things 
that fart. The bunk smells, but Amanda is 
having a good time. 


ALLEGRA-Allegra is a good person to have 
around (even though her sense of humor is 
strange) because she can answer any ques- 
tion you may have! 

DENISE-Denise is really funny, but extreme- 
ly weird when she does cartwheels across 
the room. 

ELISA-Always wanting Piggyback rides even 
though she's taller than everybocy else, 

is sometimes somewhat hard to bear, Even 
thougn she's a terrific artist she can't 
play jacks for her life. Elisa can be 
really nice. 

LISA-If sne asks us to braid her hair one 
more time, ме!11 all scream! 

NADINE-A fabulous dancer, but tap dancing 
at 3:00 in the morning? 

RACHEL-What outfit goes with her пор today? 


Our counselors are basically cool. But 
we know that underneath their perfect ex- 
terior lies an inside that's just as weird 
as the rest of the bunk. Danielle, Valerie 
Allison, Nira, Alice and Samantha are the 
best assist. counselors a bunk could have. 
And Gia and Julie aren't THAT horrible as 
house counselors, either. Our bunk has its 
little ups and downs, but we're like one 
big (kinda happy) family! 


Elisa Ludwia 











GIRLS’ TERRACE I 


Hi-de-hi, campers! (All respond: Ho-de- 
ho!) Well, since no one else is going to 
write this article, we figure we might as 
well. 

Us Terrace froods really know where our 
towels are! 


SPICE!!! (Ha, ha, ha - in joke) 


From our 'awesome' keg parties, to our 
toga morning-after recuperation breakfasts, 
we've all been a really together group - 
ONE BIG, HAPPY FAMILY. 

Anyway, we'd like to thank our coun- 
selors - Edie the Dude and the rest of the 
poppin' crew for their understanding and 
decorum (and also for the squashing of the 
rather obnoxious bug on which the pink 
receptionist was modeled.) . 


Ho-de-ho, all! 


This great article is by the PSG and 
Anonymous. 





GIRLS’ TERRACE II 


The residents of the lower terrace were 
awakened every morning to the musical 
strains of our beloved house counselor, 
Edie Rubin. I distinctly remember laying 
half-awake in bed, gripping the 3% ounce 
mattress in anticipation as doors opened 
consecutively and Edie's choruses of 
"Good mawning, good mawning, good maawning" 
grew closer. Or maybe Helen would come 
to our rooms bright and early. She'd 
tiptoe right up to each bed and peer 
expectantly into the face (or as close as 
she could get to the face) of the bed's 
inhabitant. See, Helen was an easy-to- 
please type counselor. She'd simply ask 
you to show a hopeful sign of life in the 
morning. So the groggy camper would roll 
over, mumble half-heartedly, and go back 
to sleep. Helen would walk out, satisfied. 

Nighttime at Terrace Two was a dras- 
tically different scene. It began with 
everyone arriving back at the bunk five 
minutes (at the earliest) before put-to- 
bed (such a quaint phrase). At night in 
the Girl's Terrace Two there was one thing 
you could be sure of - if your bunk wanted 
to stay up and talk, the bunk next door 
wanted to go to sleep. Thus, the nightly 
sessions of wall banging, yelling, 
flustered counselors, and ...holes being 
kicked in the wall (yes, folks, a hole 
was kicked in the wall!) 

Yes, Girls Terrace Two made for a 
memorable summer. Who could forget musical 


"battles" through the paper-thin walls 
(Whitney Houston vs. Pink Floyd), cheering 
for soccer games through the window or 
having to "swim" across the bathroom. Or 
what about those enthralling bunk meetings 
or those less-than-hot showers that were 
bound to wake you up in the morning. . 
Then there was the time that the piece of 
the door to Eliza, Pam, Melissa, and Sue's 
room came off and the time when Ariel, 
Rebecca, Sharon, and Alisa's fire alarm. 
went off at 6:00 A.M. We had quite a 
summer in Terrace Two, and it was one that 
won't be easily forgotten! 


| Kathy Rosenfeld 











"THE MATURE BUNK" 


4 BOYS' SHOP": PLACE TO BE" 


Boy's Shop is made up of seven unique 
beings and one supposedly handsome coun- 
selor. It's eight in the morning and the 
first sound you hear is Mike saying "Get 
Out Of Bed Now!" Everyone looks at him, 
swears at him, and laughs at him. In 
about 10 seconds everyone is sleeping 
again. 15 minutes later, Mike comes back 
for the second round. Now Mike is shaking 
our bunk beds while saying,"Come on, get 
up" in Scottish slang. While he is 
shaking the beds, we fight back by throw- 
ing anything living or non-living on the 
floor. Mike then gives up and goes back 
to sleep. 

About twenty minutes to nine, everyone 
gets up and falls down the thirty flight 
staircase with soap, shampoo, and four- 
day dirty towels in their hands. Everybody 
showers by throwing large quantities of 
clay which sticks to the body like crazy 
glue. Ву five minutes to nine, everyone 
has gone off, leaving the bunk looking like 
a storm had gone through it. 

Bedtime. The gong has rung 15 minutes 
ago and Mike is already on our case. Не 


repeats his saying in Scottish slang 
"Get to Bed Now!" Everybody takes about 
an hour to get to bed. Meanwhile, Justin 


DeSalvo is playing "Hello Baby" by Van 
Halen with-excessive loudness and Jeff 
Rosenstein is giving Matt some air. Jason 
is eating all the food in the bunk while 
Matt Zealand looks at himself in the 





mirror (for an hour) saying he's so 
"studdey". Dave Dreher is trying to pro- 
duce melodies while brushing his teeth 
and Matt Danials is looking at the 
ceiling watching for wasps. About 12:00 
A.M. everyone soon drifts off to sleep 
while Mike sneaks in after counselor 
snack. 


Jason Curtis 
Justin DeSalvo 








‚COLLATION 


Pick up. Flip over. On your arm. 
Pick up. Flip over. On your arm. 
Pick up. Flip over. On your arm. 


Just a measly handful of unsuspecting 
people have shown up to collate at Pub (de- 
spite the trip to the Caribbean islands they 
will all undoubtedly win). They ignorantly 
pick up the cover the wrong way, whereupon 
a dazed-looking person who looks like he has 
been walking around the table forever quick- 
ly instructs them on "proper collation pro- 
cedures". 

Almost immediately they fall into the 
rhythm first mentioned. However, before 
they can become complete zombies, most come 
to their senses and realize they have some- 


thing VERY important to do (pick one of the 
following excuses): (A) tie my shoe 
(B) go write something 
(С) finish their bowl 
in woodworking 
Eventually only two or three brave people 
are left pacing around the table. But, 
alas, by this time it is hopeless. They 
have become trapped -- each has the mark of 
a true collator: a black thumb! y 
When finally all the pages have been put 
together it is necessary for Bob to say, 
"OK, you're done. Thank you," in order to 
snap them (slightly, temporarily) out of it. 
One thought passes simultaneously through 
their minds: 
Is there life without collation? 


Amara Baumgarten 





David Danzig 
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I haven't done anything wrong 
in my eyes 
4 in theirs 
a rule has been broken 
can І restrain my heart? 
сап І stop breathing? 
one million eyes look out on me 
watching,waiting 
for me to take the wrong turn 
in front of me stretches a long road 
they tell me it is not rigñt 
how do they know? i 
mustn't I find my way by myself 
without their rules 
to push me away 
from what I want 
to understand 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 


Half Conscious 


Old rusty exhaustion 
Following me wherever I go 
Heavy eyelids 

Drained face 

I'm a walking grizzly 
Baring my teeth 

Scaring away humans 
Wallowing in half conscious. 


Risa I. Wallach 





For those too old to remember why 
You don't stay young my child 
the old lady cautioned 
Facing life damages body and soul 
be happy now for you won't always 
be able to run and skip 
read while your eyes are good 
listen while your ears are good 
think while you can 
The girl went home and slit her wrists 
she died forever young 
unknowing. 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 





Island 


Giving me 

parts of 
yourself 

I wear 

them on 

my wrist 
jangling when 

I try to 

fit pieces 

of the globe 
into overexposed 
photographs 

and when 

I rub 

clay chin 

You walk 

in your gloom 
your chalky mouth 
full of injury 
kneading me 


Why is it dark 


of my air 
bubbles 

until I'm 

all squeezed out 
unable to 
cushion your 
hurt 

I stop 

trying 

to save you 
knowing 

vou're sinking 
into your 

bed of 

pity 

while 

I laugh 

and write 
memory poems 


Alissa Quart 


when all I crave is the light? 


Why is it light 


when I want only shadows? 


Life is filled with wants 


that are never haves. 
Yet we keep on trying, 


for the things few acquire. 


Judd Maltin 


Egg Shell Dreams 


She sleeps in limbo 
trying to forget 
that her 

egg shell dreams 
will soon 

return 

and once 

again 

her heart 

will race 

with confusion 


Joanna Fuhrman 


A sentence, 

a thought, 

transcribed on paper. 

Unsatisfaction. 

The mind commands the hand. 

Erased, 

with a stroke of pink rubber 

mass produced in USA 

used to extinguish 
"mistakes". 

But a seed of creativity. 

A sprout from a human mind 

has vanished from the world, 

never maybe to be seen again. 


Amara Baumgarten 
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Dream 


There was you 

And there was me 
No big event 

No big feeling 
Midafternoon 
Maybe morning 

My whole body 
Indulging in air 
Clouds around my head 
Watching the trees 
In silence. 


Risa I. Wallach 


a child opens his eyes for the first time 
dark tears stream down from the eyes 
of the aged 

a chain 

never ceasing 
never ending 
breaks 
as the child first becomes a man 
and realizes his own fatality 
dwelling on the fact that what he has 
will soon be gone 

only hastens its departure 

in this moment he has died before he will 

be born 


Matthew Pincus 


I claim I want peace 
yet in my mind 
ideas fight 
like 

raging bulls 
hostile 
against the 
unknown 
fighter 

who risks 

its life 

for others' 
entertainment 


Joanna Fuhrman 


Miss You 


Always smile 


you could make me happy > 


we could 

go buy 

cool Ranch flavored 
Doritos 

and Strawberry 
yoohoos 

and we'd live 

in your 

loft bed 

laughing at 

old Tom Lehrer records 
and you'd comfort me 
better than 

anyone else could 


Alissa Quart 


Posing In А Mirror 


I want 

to be 

as queer 

as you 

grey moans 

be willow tree 
fine 

have thoughtful 
gentle fingers 
throbbing green 
eyes 

give rusty 
glares 

and grin 

from bent 
yellowed teeth 
Pretend to 

die too 

many times 

to live 

Thrive 

on the 

deep night 

and agony 
standing in 

a cage of 


turn Into 
unfocused smiles 
unable to hide 
from my own 

open book 

life and 

my soft 

bendable heart 


Alissa Quart 
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Ав I watched the spinning marhle 


My eyes glazed beneath 
Greying hair 

He lifted his arms 

in fantasmic tempo 

And teardrops iced 

the cool, steel sheet 
‘of my presence. 


Trinkets of yesteryear 
Fell upon my shadow 
As careless whims 
Of passersby 
Stared blankly through 
Two-way mirrors 
and one-way doors. 


I captured the 
wandering twig of several ago 
and scraped the bark 
Of knowledge 
While flowers wilted and died. 


...Тһе marble still turns 
Spinning in a blustery wind 
Above tan fields 
and blue nightmares 
Waiting for all 
the flowers to die. 


Alessandro Weiss 


Old Pictures 


I lcok at old pictures 

Of days gone by 

But still the memories shine 

Forever in my head 

I remember days i | 
ОҒ happiness i 
Of sadness 8 
Laughing,crying,hurting,smiling 

The tears start to roll down my face 

I can see myself grow А 

As time goes by | а 
As things change 

I get hurt 

But I feel stronger now 

Than I ever did 

And I continue to grow 

But just a part of me 

Wants to go back in time 

And live things again 

Or stop time when things go well 

I feel myself change 

And it's scary 

But sometimes you have to look back 

And learn from your mistakes 

And remember things the way they were 

So you take some time to > | 

Look at old pictures. 


Sabrina Yellin 





Schooling 


Walking in warm Spring 
Sniffing bums and dying trees 
I grin at whores. 


Subway odors waft 
Past graffitied walls of angst 
Smelling bent faces 


Quizzing hard at school 
Scantron stubby pencil fill-ins 
Ripped notebook smiles 


History projects made 
Neatly pasted and 
Enumerated 


Flitzy ditzyish 
Playing Spades with carrot-top 
Chorusing hellos 


Phoning push-button 
Melodies at six-thirty 
So talkative then 


Parties of pizza 
And badly told sex jokes 
Spending some Fridays 


Alissa Quart 


The Mourner 


The Springs I've lived are old to me 
Their breezes sift my memory : 
e. «Young skips squelch on soggy lawns 
Skipping to a soggy dog who yawns 
Trying to find the year's first flea.. 


In the morning before the dew had burned. 
We sat inside and squirmed and learned 
How precious time is really on 

Spring days before our lives have gone 
Into might-have-beens and stones unturned. 


In the Spring there is the feel 

of counties, crossroads, and towns, 

That we'll never have the Springs to know, 
Whose skies above and lands below 

From long abuse are being healed. 


Summer's heat waves are too vast 
For anyone to mourn Spring's subtlety 
But if there's no one else, there's me. 


Noah Potter 
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Bittersweet 


As soon as 
I get home 
We'll go shopping 
And admire 
Overpriced 
Tiny Mexican 
. Pottery 
You'll tell us all 
Funny (but sad) 
Stories about your 
Clients while 
Sipping wine 
At dinner 
When I'm forty - 
I hope that Dil 
Stilı be your 
Beautiful little princess 
But for now ` 
Just let me 
Do the easy crosswords 
In your unfinished | 
Funale Боок, 


Nadya Birnholz | 


Colors dance, 

shine, 

. dazzle us, | 
They are wild, free, 
without patter or law. ` 


- Unbound | 


they. fly through the greyest of cities 
in which 


“We feed on the false ideas T T bs la m | 


We have created: signs of peace,. 
: representing a nonexistent 
peace. bee 
symbols of joy | ۳ | 
where it is not found. 


They blind us 

and tempt us, 

so we harness ۷ 

and arrange them, i M 
into a straight vertically ruled "Ping: | 


We label it: spectrum. : ; 1 
Then we bend, і 


twist till the idea is only ü 
another fálse һоре: untouchable, 
: e temporary, 1 
drifting . : | 
-а rainbow 


Amara Baumgarten i | 
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, Sunblinded 


І know 

what you've 
waded through 
your love twisted 
face and agony 
contorted mind 
call over gentle 
waves 

To you my 
sunblinded eyes 
and tortured 
daydreams 

are dizzy 
insecurities 

my world 

is your 

split second. 


Laura Secor 


Where do they go, 

the thoughts that are gone? 

Where do they fade to, 

the movies that fade? 

Who sees the writing on the wall, 

that was left by the last one who cared? 
І do, 

and I look for another. 


Judd Maltin ۰ 





Forest of castles 
floating by 

on fallen leaves 
of asphalt 


a jungle of concrete inhabited by 
‘monkeys of civilization riding 
steel steeds 
on wheels 


‘People dance 


to music 
and vendors 
sell wares 


a bus coughs 
rotten egg smoke 
clouds of dirt and filth 
in the faces of people 
people 

who are at home 

In The City 


Drifts of thoughts 
of memories 

of people 

of friends 

and trees, the road, 
the bugs, the rocks, 
the people... 


...and another 10 months to wait before 
Next July when we return 


Camp is only appreciated in the winter. 


Chip Zimmerman 








Тіше Circles 


"I will destroy you!" yelled Mr Teremy 
Alluna Jr. to the screen in the study of 
his insta-home in Artzeenia. An express- 
ionless voice from the other side of the 
room said mockingly: 

"Really, Teremy, if I am destroyed, so 
are you." 

Teremy already knew this and had made 
his decision: I will sacrifice myself for 
the future of the world, However, he was 
again hesitant to give up his life. He 
soon forgot his indecision, though, when 
memories of the plagues and outbreak of 
diseases centuries old; the starving, out- 
cast travellers from every age of mankind; 
the panic-stricken society of the year 3268 
under no rulers with law and order extinct. 

Yes, he thought, that was the place 
where my father grew up. My father who has 
died and will be born again, and again, and 
again. Poor. Aluna (Sr.) was one of those 
thousands who was caught іп a time circle. 
А tangle in the fabric of time, a loop in 
an everlasting line caused by my cursed 
invention, he thought, as his eyes passed 
over some earlier diagrams of time circles 
hanging on the walls. 

"Teremy,"said the computerized voice 
again, "think of your devoted mother, how 
proud she was of you and your fantastic 
invention, the time machine." 

Oh! How cruel and heartless! The 
inventor hated to think of his mother who 


had been left behind in the past only to 
die of the plague later. As soon as he had 
heard of her sickness, Teremy had come to 
her side. The last words she had whispered 
she said: "I am so proud of you, my son." 
Little did she know that the plague she 
died of had been caused by a time traveller 
from the time of the bubonic plague. 

"She never would have died if it were not 
for the machine I created," Teremy said 
bitterly. : 

"Oh, come off it!" interrupted the voice, 
"it had nothing to do with either of us. 
Your futuristic father used a machine like 
me to travel "bacl: in time' and seduce her. 
Although this DID create a small time 
circle, everyone realizes that they are 
harmless except you." 

"How can you speak of my parents that 
way? That's it, we're going back to a time 
before either of us and then you're gone!" 
With that he rose and turned the place апа 
time dials to 1984 Pietown, New Mexico, not 
forgetting to press the machine transport 
button. Even as Teremy felt the shimmering 
sensation of going between times, he 
vaguely heard the fading voice: "No, you're 
gone kid." 

In flat 14C, 20-year-old Elizabeth 
Connelly sat, glued to her small TV watch- 
ing Sale of the Century. Suddenly, a large 
metal cylinder materialized in her living 
room. She would have screamed, but a 
feeling of familiarity struck her as a 
young man with straight blonde hair like 
hers got out of it. 

Teremy felt hot tears in the brims of 
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his eyes апа knew that he could not wait. 

"Teremy?" some inner part of Elizabeth 
said softly as the image began to melt. 

The self-destruct button had been push- 
ed and the inventor felt his soul being 
ripped out of its place in time. 

"Mother!" he called and reached out his 
hand to the woman. But he was gone even 
before their palms touched. Tears from a 


hidden source streamed down her face as she 


found herself standing in an empty room 
somehow drained of life. 

In the year 3268, Mr Teremy Aluna (no 
longer Sr.) felt a sudden pang of unex- 
plained grief at the memory of something 
lost. 


Amara Baumgarten 














The Happy Hooker vs. Jason 


why do they crack down on T&A 
while they let dismemberment get away? 


Noah Potte: 


l bullet or 2 or 3 or 100 ring 


people lie dead, 
because they wanted freedom 


not from their government 
but ours 
7-up sitting on the corner 
a bag of half eaten Doritos on the floor 
empty coffee cup, spoon on the side 
faces on the television talk away 
the real world. 


Sarabihn Levy-Brichtman 





Closed 


Your blonde-brown hair 
was damp with raınwater 
I wanted to gush ıt 

out of your eyes 

and open then 

to mine 


“but shy hands stayed 


jammed deep 

into their pockets 

while you sat alone still 
on the other side 

of your own unfair 
imaginary boundary 

bored and unaware 
frowning 


Мабуа Birnholz 


. Aren't We Better Off Now? 


If you use your imagination 

The Peking Man leers from the shadows 
Along with his Neanderthal buddies 
Reminding us that the 500,000 year 
leap . > 

to digital watches 

doesn't make saintliness any easier 


Noah Potter 

















Е әзге woke up every morning at 
tHe same time: 4:00. After all, he was a 
private detective. They wake up early, 
don't they? He wouldn't have known; he had 
been in the business for two weeks. Work 
was slow and at this point he had only been 
involved in one case. Aman had apparently 
slipped on a piece of veal parmagaina and 
fallen off the Sears Tower. There was not 
much he could do at that point. So he 
scraped the man off the sidewalk. 

After the ‘fourth push of the snooze 
button he began his daily ritual of smash- 
ing the clock against the wall. He aver- 
aged about five alarm clocks a week. Like 
clockwork he picked up the phone to call 
his boss, Simon Garfunkel. 

"Any cases today?" Edgar queried. 

"This is his secretary. Who is speak- 

ing?" 

"Edgar Sanders, the new detective." 

"Oh, the veal parmagaina guy. He hasn't 

arrived yet." | 

"Okay, I'll call back later." 

Edgar slammed down the phone harshly 
which caused the phone to crack in half. 

He averaged about five phones a week. 
Edgar drifted into the kitchen and made a 
cup of coffee. He drank it down quickly. 
It was strong. Next time he would remem- 
ber to add water. It tasted better that 
way. He was about to grab the cereal next 
to the Chinese man holding a gun when he 
noticed there was a Chinese man holding a 
gun. 

"Put 'em up." the Chinese man exclaimed. 


Us 


Edgar hadn't been a detective long and 
wasn't quite sure what he was supposed to 
put up, + | 

"My hands?" Edgar asked. 

"No, your feet" the man replied. 

It sounded sarcastic so Edgar put his 
hands up anyway. 

"So you're the guy hired to kill me?" 

Edgar had this nasty habit of assigning 
someone а case and not telling them. 

"I don't know if I am, I'll have to 
check with my boss," Edgar replied. 

"He's dead," the man said coldly. 

"Then I'll check with him later." 

His boss was dead. Edgar no longer had 
a job in the detective business. He would 
have to go back working at that all night 
disco for Quakers. 

"If my boss is dead, why bother with 
me?" Edgar asked almost pleadingly. 

"I was in thet neighborhood and I deci- 
ded to drop by." | 

"How nice of you." 

"Now I'm going to shoot you between the 


eyes." 

"You are certainly one of the rudest 
house guests I've ever had," Edgar blurt- 
ed out. The man cocked his gun and stuck 
it to the bridge of Edgar's nose. The man 
stepped back a few feet and taunted Edgar 
with his gun. The man placed his finger on 
the trigger as Edgar shut his eyes. A 
stream of water flung from the pistol. 
Edgar opened his eyes again. 

"Surprise," the man exclaimed. 

"Happy birthday. A singing telegram 
from your boss." 


























Тһе пап danced and broke into song: 


"Happy birthday, 
Happy birthday, 
Be happy today because you could be 
dead tomorrow." 

"Thank you. That was...depressing," 
Edgar stated. 

The man didn't smile. 

"I wrote that myself," the man said 
bitterly. 

The man flipped Edgar an envelope and 
walked out of the open window. Edgar grab- 
bed the envelope and tore it as he always 
did, right down the middle. It made more 
sense to him than to waste all that time 
unsealing it. 

The letter read: 

"Dear Eggy (he hated being called Eggy), 

You have a case, congratulations. Let 

me fill you in on the little bit of in- 

formation we have at this time. By now 
you have probably hearé of the UOBGA 

(United Oriental Bad Guys Association). 

They are up to something big. A weapon, 

a system, your guess is as good as mine, 

though not as significant. You might be 

lucky and find nothing, but most likely 

your life will be in danger every second 
of the day. 
with it. The UOBGA is led by a 50-year- 

old Chinese man named Sushi Withrice. 

His son who ме suspect to be in charge of 

the operation is the infamous Egg Roll. 

He has a twin brother also in on the 

action. His name: Duck Sauce. Alone, 

they are feared, but together they are 
extremely powerful. Egg Roll and Duck 


So lighten up, and have fun 


Sauce go very well together. By this 
time they are after you and by this time 
I am on a plane heading for Des Moines, 
the sock capital of the world. If you 
need to get in touch write to: 
Simon Garfunkel 
21 Argyle Street 
Des Moines, Iowa 
Edgar tossed the note in the garbage and 
took one final swig of his coffee grounds. 
He felt the tip оға cold gun to his head. 
You see, that's how all detectives are held 
up, with the tip of a cold gun. It's union 
rules or something like that. | 
"Turn around slowly," the mysterious 
voice commanded. 
"If I do, are you still going to shoot 
me?" Edgar asked. 
"Probably." 
"Could you give me some odds." 
"One to one." 
"Could you give me some better odds." 
The man cocked his gun. Edgar thought 
it was appropriate to turn around now. As 
he did his life flashed before his eyes. He 
didn't like the way it ended. He thought 
of all the things he had never done: he had 
never eaten saurkraut, he had never gone 
to Libya, he had never beaten someone over 
the head with an eggplant. His life sud- 
denly seemed empty. He had never dreamed he 
would die this way. He had always thought 
he would have died of natural causes, like 
nuclear weapons. Edgar looked into the 
eyes of the infamous Egg Roll. He didn't 
want to die. Somehow being shot between 
the eyes didn't fit the bill. 





"Before you kill me, 
me first?" Edgar asked. 

"No. But I could maim you and then 
shoot you," the man replied. 

Edgar thought the proposition over but 
decided to knee the man in the groin 
instead. So he did. The man stooped over 
as the gun went off. Edgar looked around 
the room to see where the bullet had hit. 
He saw the blood trickling down his arm. 

He grabbed the man's gun and smacked it 
on the back of the man's head. Then he 
pulled out his rope and began to tie the 
man up. Detectives always carried spare 
rope to tie people up with. And having 
been a boy scout, he was able to tie the 
man up with 23 different types of knots. 

If Egg Roll had come, Duck Sauce was 
sure to follow. Or at least the next 
course. Edgar spent this time waiting. 
There was only one thing Edgar hated more 
than waiting, and that was being dead. As 
Edgar walked out of the kitchen he glanced 
out of the window. A car was parked across 
the street. Edgar knew it didn't belong to 
the neighbors because they drove golf carts. 
He reloaded his gun and went out the back 
Goor. He wasn't in the mood for a gunfight 
but if there was one, he desperately want- 
ed to win it. The car was a 1978 Toyota 
Corrola so he diän't have to worry about 
any high-speed car chases. Edgar crept up 
beside the car. It was Duck Sauce, he 
looked just like his brother except he was 


could you torture 


conscious. Edgar checked the trunk; it was 
open. He carefully climbed in and shut the 
door. Actually Edgar would have found it 


quite comfortable if it wasn't for the fact 





that he slammed the trunk door on his left 


hand. He let out a piercing yell and with 
that, the car took off. Не had given him- 
self away. 

The car pulled 
stopped. The man 


into Egar's driveway and 
ran over to the trunk and 
locked it. After five minutes the two men 
were heard in the car. Edgar made a mental 
note to brush up on his knot tying. The car 
drove for about 45 minutes until it came to 
a screeching halt. The two men got out.of 
the car and opened the trunk. Edgar looked 
up at two gun barrels pointed at his 
temples. 

"Get out," one of the men said. 
no idea which one was which.) 

Edgar carefully stepped out of the trunk. 
He looked around and noticed that he was on 
the edge of a cliff. 

"Mr Sanders, you are a sloppy detective 
and a lousy knot tier. You don't really 
deserve to die at Dead Detective's Cliff. 

"Dead Detective's Cliff?!!! Is there 
any particular reason why it is called Dead 
Detectives Cliff?" 

"Yes, a very logical reason." 

"That's what I thought. I think I'll 
get back in the trunk. 

"Sorry Mr Sanders, you're going over the 
cliff. 

Suddenly the car started rolling towards 
the three men, gradually picking up speed. 

"Didn't you put on the emergency brake?" 
one of the men said. 

"No," the other replied. 

"Why not?" 

"Because you were driving." 

"Oh, yeah." 


(He had 














Edgar took this opportunity to run for 
his life. One of the men opened the car 
door and got inside. He futilely tried to 
slam on. the emergency brake but didn't do it 


quickly enough.He went over the cliff and 


burst into pieces on impact with the rest of 
the car. 

"what a drag," the remaining man stated. 

Edgar had to decide where to go now. 
After all, there are only so many miles that 
you can, run on the highway before you drop 
dead. 

Edgar felt he had reached this limit. As 
he sat waiting to drop dead he thought of a 
place to go, the office. With maximum sec- 
urity, he felt sure he would live a few 


few minutes longer. 

The office seemed almost empty by the 
time he had walked there. This was prob- 
ably because it was three o'clock in the 
morning. Edgar showed his ID to the guards 
and they let him in. Detectives can go 
anywhere at anytime. They also get student 
discount at most major department stores. 


Edgar ran to the elevator and quickly 
got in. Lobbies are the worst places to 
stand. Edgar didn't know why he thought 
this, he would have to check his detective 
manual. : 


The office lights were turned off. Edgar 
decided to keep it this way. Edgar reload- 





ed his gun, as а matter of fact, һе reload- 
ed about ten guns. He lined them up along 
agtable in the back room and sat on the 
chair. He picked up the phone and called 
security. 

"Hello, has anyone tried to enter the 
building?" Edgar asked. 

"Yes." The voice did not sound like a 
guard. 

"who?" Edgar asked. 

"Me," the voice replied. 

Edgar slammed down the phone. Of course, 
it cracked in half. Edgar became sad. That 
might be the last phone he would ever get 
to break. Life is too short. Days are too 
short. Danny DeVito is too short. Edgar 
wasn't much of a philosopher. 

Then he heard a noise followed by sounds 
of several feet. Either there was more 
than one person or this person had more 
than two feet. Edgar hoped this person had 
more than two feet. 

Edgar grabbed the first gun and stood 
up. That was dumb. He sat back down again. 
From Edgar's point of view he could see the 
door but a person at the door would have to 
look hard to find Edgar. The footsteps got 
closer until they reached the door and 
stopped. Edgar grabbed for a second gun. 
Now this was a real shootout. 

‚The door burst open and gunfire was 
heard. Edgar waited, nothing had come 
close to him yet. There was silence. Edgar 
peeked around the corner to see four men. 
They seemed to be leaving the room. As 
they turned around Edgar opened fire, easily 
shooting three of the men. Unfortunately, 
the fourth man was the one with the machine 


gun. As the man turned around Edgar shot 
at him. He missed. Never miss a man hold- 
ing a machine gun. He had learned that in 
detective school. The man opened fire on 
Edgar who by this time had dived for the 
desk. He ducked behind and shot back, 
missing the man. Edgar had run out of 
bullets in these two guns and the other 
eight were on the table. The man looked 
around the room to see if he had killed 
Edgar. As he did Edgar grabbed the desk 
lamp and silently unscrewed the light bulb. 
The man raised his machine gun again as 
Edgar threw the light bulb to the man's 
left. It exploded and the man turned to see 
what had happened. Edgar ran to the table 
and grabbed another gun. 

He pulled the trigger and watched as the 
bullet lodged into the man's chest. The man 
dropped his gun and slumped to the ground. 

Edgar put down his gun and walked out of 
the room. He was tired. He needed to rest. 
He knew now that he didn't want to be a 
detective anymore. 


EPILOGUE... 


The following day Edgar strolled into his 

office and turned in his gun, his badge, 

and his accent, which he had been using to 

sound suave. He had learned a lesson from 

his detective experience: 

l. Being a detective is not fun and quite 
dangerous. 

2. It's a lot more fun to teach Quakers how 
to breakdance. 


David Goldstein 





























Walking up the road after dark 
the yellowish glare of a lamp pierces the 
fog 
and makes the scraps of forest which have 
not been eaten by concrete 
seem magical. 
I wish 


But the yellowish glare of this false magic 


calls my feet into 
a forest 
pulsing green of life 
dark as negative spider webs 
they envelope my soul and 
I live for new. 
wandering 
with translucent 
images of nymphs 
and 
magic. 
Slyly 
^ the road has somehow. crept up to 
my feet 
Recoil. Shrink away. ۱ 
It is the concreteness of reality 
that my mind has led me to 
betrayal 
A yellow light pierces the trees 
. shining in my eyes 
The forest now seems to recoil, and 
I jump into the car approaching 
for a ride back to camp. 
"Come back!" moan the creatures of magic. 
"We will teach you the mysteries of the 


universe." 


But reality pulls at my being 
and my brain has finally gained control. 





Just as I am driven away ^ 
my soul lets out a twisted whisper 
as it is strangled in stainless steel: 


I promise to return. 


But even as I say this 

the forest disapnears 
into the glare 
of a yellowish 
lamp. 


Amara Baumgarten 


The World 
of Dreaming 


As I ride the wave of slumber 
My head softly spinning; 

I see flowers, trees, unicorns, 
Just quietly drifting. 


They all seem harmless 

But looks can deceive: 

For this is the World of Dreaming, 
But nightmares can conceive 


Jill Astmann 








Ite Cream In Deep Space 


The office of the Happy Scoop Ice Cream 
Company trembled as the president of 
H.S.I.C. (N. Iceful) paced the floor and 
furrowed progressively deeper into the lay- 
ers of fat making up his brow. This was 

` N.'$ worried mood. 

His pacing was soon interrupted by a 
soft knocking sound coming from the door. 
Maybe, thought N., if I ignore it, it will 
go away. However, it did not and so, in 
the only way he knew how to talk (loudly) 
the president announced, "Enter!" And he 
tried to unfurrow himself as quickly as 
possible so as not to be seen worrying. 

In waddled a tiny, frail, and apparently 
scared little man called Pince. He wore 
the customary pink and yellow Happy Scoop 
uniform and had a whiny voice which 
squeeked, "Sir, contest #1648 has failed-- 
not a single citizen of New Blitzton can 
think of a new ice cream flavor. If I may 
make a suggestion-Sir we should probably 
discontinue these contests since..." 

"Enough,Pince! I'm the boss around 
here,and I say that we discontinue these 
silly contests! Now, we obviously have a 
problem here which my obviously incapable 
staff,"he said with a glare at Pince,"can- 
not solve. This calls for DRASTIC mea- 
sures." 


N. took a huge sigh which left the room 
trembling (again), He then lowered the 


whole of his massive self into his equally 
massive chair and proceeded to rest his 
hands on his chest so as to support them 
while he twiddled his thumbs in front of 
his nose. A grimace positioned itself be- 
tween the two rippling mounds of fat known 
as his cheeks. This was N.'s thinking 
mood. » 

Just as Pince had decided to make him- 
self comfortable N. announced:"Put an ай 
in the Galaxy (the 97th newspaper of Мем” 
Blitzon) for a super-genius to come and 
advise us on a solution." 

At that Pince scuttled out of the room 
and N. sighed "Lucky little devil, doesn't 
realize the seriousness of this problem. 


Chapter 2 


"why did I want this job? Why was I so 
stupid even to register myself as a super- 
genius? This is sick, I don't think I'll 
ever eat ісе сгеап again!" These were some 
of the thoughts going through En Tren- 
deer's head as she sat in the Flavor's on 
file room in the HSIC building looking at 
(you guessed it) flavors on file. The 
point of looking through the names of 7581 
ice creams (if there is one at all) was to 
determine whether or not the Company had 
exhausted all the possibilities for new 
Elavors. However, after going through the 
Ancient Creams file and finding such 
strange things as chocolate and vanilla, 
En was ready to stop. She dumped the 
whole file in the trash and slowly stum- 
bled blindly across the hall to the bath- 
room before walking back to the Junior 




















Supergenius Boarding Home. 

The next morning the janitor discovered 
fa bedraggled looking thirteen year old а- 
sleep with her head in the sink of the la- 
dies room of the 4lst floor. ОҒ course, 
news of this unusual occurence was carried 
to the head janitor which had heard that 
this particular 13-year-old was in some- 
way helping the President himself, so he 
propelled En into Secretary 15 office. 

Unfortunately, Secretary 1 did not ap- 
preciate the supergenius asleep on her 
"waiting-room couch" and propelled her to 
the office of Secretary 2. En was re- 
ceived in quite the same way and was lucky 
enough to visit Secretary 3. Hopefully 
you can see a pattern developing here. 

By 10:30 En had arrived (still asleep) 
in the office of Secretary 37. She (the 


Secretary) was nervously pacing around her 
Since she 


"waiting-room couch’ ‘and En). 


had the honor of civing President N. his 
coffee, any second now he would come in 
and see this bedraggled 13-year-old. 

In walked N. through the door, past a 
ridiculously anxious-looking Secretary to 
the coffee machine and over to the 
"waiting-room couch". "En! There you are! 
I'm so glad I found you. I've been 
looking all over for you!" 

"Oh yes,Mr. Iceful,I have been working 
very hard оп a solution for your problem 
and an idea has finally hit me" said En 
rising from the couch. 

And with that N. and En walked into the 
office together, talking like old associ- 
ates. Neither of them looked back, but if 
they had, they would have seen Secretary 
37 fainting. 


Amara Baumgarten 
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What do you mean by this, Cranatt?" 
demanded the king of all Toeshland, Arlo 
Mitentz, of the greatest space scientist: 
on the planet Farnoz. 

"Exactly what I said, Mr. King, the 
entire planet will be sucked into a black 
hole in precisely 1 terr, 46 entasz, and 
11 nazurbuches." 

King Mitentz stood shocked for a moment 
upon hearing this. All life on Farnoz will 
be extinguished in less than 2 terr? 
Surely it was impossible. For nine billion 
cennas the planet had been drifting 
through space because of rea shift. 
Nothing like this had (obviously) ever 
happened. Anyway, fancy equipment and 
highly sophisticated technology should 
have warned us about such an incident. 

"why have no instruments pickeä this up 
before?" 

"Sir, it is so massive that it could 
engulf an infinite number of universes 
easily. No scanners are set to pick up 
anything so enormous, sir." 

"Oh, my god." 

"Sir, excuse me?" 

King Mitentz felt himself break into a 
cold sweat. "Is this avoidable?" he asked 
shakily 

"No," answered Cranatt calmly, "there 
is nothing we can do. Now sir, if you have 
no more questions I would like to spend 
these last moments at my place of worship." 

"Yeah, sure. Well, thanks, Cranatt. I 
think." he said and hung up. 

Mitentz's first thoughts as king were 


to alert the populace. However, if alerted 
what would they do? There was nowhere to 
go, nothing to do. Panic would overtake 
the nation. No, he would inform all the 
world leaders. King Mitentz wheeled over 
to his computer to type in a message 
which would instantly be transmitted to 
palaces all over Farnoz. 

But before the King even began his 
message, a young servant burst into the 
room and said, "Your majesty, I'm sorry, 
but the compu-news transmitter has just 
said that the planet is approaching a 
great black hole and will be obliterated 
in 72 entasz and 14 nazurbuches!" 

"Oh, hell." 

"Pardon?" said the shocked servant. 
Ignoring him, the king knew he must 
take immediate action to prevent complete 
chaos now that the public knew. Quickly, 


he grabbed his coat and rushed onto the 
street. However, any hope of reaching the 
emergency broadcast station immediately 
vanished as he was swept into the current 
of screaming people. He heard someone 
yell, "The king, save the king!" but alas, 
no one was saved. The sky went black and 
everything froze as Mitentz felt the life 
sucked out of his body. All matter was 
crushed as was the whole planet; it was 
like a giant hand had taken it between its 
fingertips and squeezed the life out of 
it. 


A FEW MINUTES BEFORE... 
In her New England home Mrs. Fisher 


A 














mumbled about the importance of clean- 
liness and the need to make a good im- 
pression on the guests. As she swept the 
shelves she had no idea that she was 
crushing thousands of civilizations (such 
as Farnoz) in the process.Obliviously she 
emptied them into the wastebasket. There, 
said the satisfied housewife, my living 
room is now immaculate. But it was not, 
for galaxies unimaginable drifted in the 
air she breathed. And a sudden breeze 
from an open window sent the planet 
Cruzival descending upon the grand piano. 


- Amara Baumgarten 


Housewife 


Gleamy eyed and enchanted with life 
discovering that dishonesty 

is a brilliant tool 

She marries a lawyer 

who keeps her in the window display 
of his glitzy exhibition shop 

She becomes a china doll 
dustcovered and pale 

Batting false eyelashes 

at the rest of humanity 

Living а life glued to a platform 
of dirty kitchen linoleum 

Dying the death of a withered rosy maiden 


Risa I. Wallach 


Laughter 


Your smile 

behind intelligent tortoise-shell glasses 
has protected me 

from nightmares 

suicide and frightening movies 
and instead 

has printed indelibly 

on my mind 

a joyful singsong image 

of bike rides 

art history slide shows 
cinnamon-raisin 

bagels 

at seven o'clock in the morning 
and laughter 


Nadya Birnholz 


Kleenex 


Sometimes, after my nose becomes raw, 
from the raking of crisp, dry leaves, 
I sit on the couch and wait for the cup 
of hot chocolate I know you made for me. 


Leo Roanoke Jr. 
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Thinking at Night 


there are no stars up above 

but I feel free 

my heart has stopped 

but I feel free 

life for me is moving around an 
unknown track 

but still, I feel free 

frustration lies in the foreground 
of iny mind 

and pressure is an everlasting 
foe 

but still, through all these hard times 

my brain keeps racing on 

and I feel free 

through these years I never feel 
as if I know myself 

an everchanging person, who 
hides inside of me | 

the life I live is moving faster 
every day 

along that unknown track 

but still, but still, 

I feel 

free 


Hannah Devorkin 


America 


he needed his security blanket 
but it was burned 

and in its place 

he was given 

sportcars 

and 

legal papers 

with these 

he tries to weave 

another blanket 


Joanna Fuhrman 


Angry Eyes 


Your life depends on the transparent 
rainbow blindfold 

You pray that no one will know 

that you see them trying to hurt you 

You pray that no one will know 

you paint the rainbow 

only to distract attention from yourself 

I envy you 

for no one can see the anger 

in your eyes 


Joanna Fuhrman 
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The Garbage Lot 


Old rusting Volvos 
Sitting in parked rows 
Headlights scanning eyes 


Busted jumping springs 
Lying rubbishly alike 
With crumpled papers 


Burning New York Times' 
A bonfire of passing days 
Dead pedestrians 


Honeysuckle grown 
By the used throwaway thingys 
Climbing sure, unsucked 


Alissa Quart 


Fire in the Lake 


How can a fire burn in а lake? 
How can I be happy when happiness is fake? 
But the fire in the lake continues to 
: survive. 
And the silence of the world keeps my 
laughter alive. 


Joanna Fuhrman 





Wunderlust 


When the day is nearly done | 
Апа shadowed trees mask setting sun 
The breeze whips up and always finds 
Ways to trouble restless minds. 


Roads lead on where I've not gone 
Past seacoast ports and sunbelt lawns. ° 


Cities cluster on the maps 
Where someday I'll find myself, perhaps: 
For now I watch the skies at night 

And watch horizons tinged with light. 


Noah Potter 


Searching 

for who we want to be 

Looking 

for something we can grasp onto 
Hoping 


that someone will lead the way 
But look again at what we really want 
And who we really are. 


Sabrina Yellin 








Windows of Time 


Thoughts 
Flashing through my head 


I cared 

but the slowly opening door 
threatened to swing wide 
and was slammed shut 

then sealed 

with time. 





Remembering . I long 

Days when the sunlight to punch 

Streamed through my heart that echoingly empty smile. 

And reflected my feelings to create pain || 
I feel so far away from you which would be visible. 

Like an eternity has passed to share in 

Where are you? the pain you hide. | 

Why do I feel I'm losing you in 7 
Our windows of time Kathie Norman ^ 


Sabrina Yellin - | 


Pencil 


A man picks up a broken pencil | 
And wonders to himself 
"Was it used to write a classic? | 
Whose was it? Was he rich or poor? | 
Maybe it belonged to а poverty-stricken 

author 
Who will become famous after his death | 
Maybe it was used to sketch а masterpiece 
Or a cheap novel" 


Actually, Herbert the pencil seller dropped |. 
it. | 


Andrew Taggart 1 





Alone 


Going to walk 
alone tonight 

Be with myself 
and miss 

spent nickels 
I'1} never 

see again 

but only think of 
on nights 

far away from 

my. schizophrenic 
worlds 

(cherished memories 
of careless wounds 
and wasted time) 
wonder if I lie 
when I say that 
without you 

I'd still 

walk 

alone. 


Laura Secor 


Forgotten Memories 


You hide your face 
to forget your age 
and the tears that laugh 
when years fly by 


You hide your face 

so no one will know 

that moth eaten letters 

lay in the attic 

You hide your face 

So you won't be hurt 

by those who know 

time doesn't always bring joy 


Joanna Fuhrman 


Your smile 

a vacant mask 

movie screen 

you project your false emotions on 
the real ones 

incarcerated 


I wish 

to strip away 

the sweet shell 

and reveal the dark 
bitter chocolate 
underneath 


Kathie Norman 


—— 
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A Message to God 


I often wonder about you, 

who watches over me. 

(or. could you lie within me?) 
when I am rendered helpless 
it is by 

You 

and I get mad. 

I ask questions that have 

no answers: 

"why torture пе?" 

"How in your name have I wronged?" 
When I become strong 

I smile 

and I thank You. 


Many worship you. 
(Pray to you) 

But I don't. Ж 

Rather, I see you 

as a companion that 

has become . 

part of me. 


You have always been my elder, : 
Father. Å 

and I need You | 

but could you just 

be a figment 

of the human imagination? 

Am I you? 

I rather think not. 

Because I need You. 


The world is full of true horrors 








and I hate you. 
Yet there is beauty in life 
and I love You. 


God 


Benjamin Greenfield 


Dream of Me М 


ТЕ i 
hold you 
when your 
pillow is worn and 
thin and your 
red red eyes are 
too hot to rub 
ІҒІ 
lose my fingers in 
the sticky knots of 
your tangled hair 
and tell you I 
love you until my 
lips are sore and 
bruised 
Will you 
please please 
dream of me 
And tell me that 
I'm not so alone 


Laura Secor 


Happy Yellow Volvo П | 


Years greyer 
from now 
I'll write 
a glossy word 
collection 
that you'll 
teach in your 
cinema and 
fiction classes 
your pinky beige lips 
(they're mine too) 
will smile 
as you 
roll 
cottage cheese balls 
, and talk coffee 
about all 
the heads 
you can link 
into 
a huge pipe of minds 
Monday at one o'clock 
fidgetting : 
in the Volvo 
lost in maps 
and trying to 
think 
traffic lights blinking 
you with ‘discontent 
I'm shut up in my walkman 
walls f 
you worry 


Hoping 
1 یل‎ 
Бе dreamy smooth 
and full of letter type. 


Alissa Quart 














From Far Away 


She had blue eyes 

that wavered and fell on 
different parts of my mind 
a blue corner of my dreams 
a bluejay that only stopped 
to pick lightly at a 
remembered worm 

looking back at months 

in a speckled sphere 

safe from empty skies 

and pelting hail 

oblivious of my colorless 
dreams 

but when poolside concrete 
broke her flight and 

left a puddle of blue 
feathers drenched in 
watery blood 


' I think of her 


from far away 
distanced and uncaring 
I let her color 

my dreams. 


Laura Secor 


The Dove 


As the shadow drifted 
across the beach 

sne heard the faint melodic sound 
of a Dove 

The shadow stood still 

as if frozen in time 

she knew she should move 
out she didn't want to 

the shadow felt warm 

and as she looked down 

She saw her feet 

being devoured by the sand 
she knew it was her time 
this was her acceptance 

of a new life 

She saw another shadow 
moving across the beach 
She heard screams 

from the shadow 

and attempted to help. him 
understand 

But her words were muffled 
оу the faint melodic sound 
of a Dove 


Debbie Solomon 








Stranger in a Strange Land of Science Fiction 


You say you're a stranger to science 
fiction (or shall I say "sci-fi"). You 


think you could never write like the pros., 


Well you're right, unless you follow these 
simple rules. 

The first step of writing science fic- 
tion is developing a lead character. For 
this step you have absolutely no choice. 
You must have a single male with a super- 
iority complex. 

The second step is introducing the 
other characters. Here's another place 
where you don't have a choice. 

You must have a friend named Joe and a 
stupid secretary (naturally, she's dumb 
because all women in sci-fi are intellec- 
tually deprived). Last but not least, you 
need an alien that looks like a human. 

The third step is the plot. To the sci- 
fi writer this is the biggest challenge: 
In the previous steps, the writer did not 
have any choices. However, in this 
step the author has THREE choices. The 
first choice is an astronaut lands on a 
planet. (I strongly recommend this. It has 
worked well in many, many, many stories.) 
The second choice is another widely used 
one. Aliens land on earth. Now the aliens 
can take on several characteristics. Some 
of these might be looking like a human, 
not looking like a human, being better 
than man, or being worse than man. The 
last choice is the old reliable time 


machine. 

In case you are wondering what the 
alien planet looks like, here are some 
choices: A sphere with craters and mist, 
a city covered with mist or there is so 
much mist you can't see anything else. 

Of course, every story must have an 
ending. Sci-fi is no exception. Among the 
most well loved endings are: The friend 
named Joe is really a humanoid. If Joe is 


: not a humanoid, you can always fill that 


role with the secretary or the lead charac- 
ter or his mother or his father or the mad 
scientist who started building humanoids 
or the alien who looks like a human. 

Another popular ending is that we will 
destroy our planet or their planet, our 
solar system or their solar system, our 
galaxy or their galaxy... 

After thought 

If you're being paid by the page, you 
can always fill five pages with numbers 
and call it a code. 


Joanna Fuhrman 
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Diddy Wa Diddy Crazy Blues | 


pounding rain 

a syncopated drum beat 
to an old 

jazz tape 
intoxicating laughter 
private jokes 

making no sense 

to eavesdropping 
outsiders 

шап singing: 

does not know 

the words 

but the © 
irresistable’ 
exhileration 

rings clear 

and all are listening 
caught up 

in the mood. 


Kathie Norman 


Life Blood 


spread eagled under the giant dome 
of night sky 


living earth beneat 


lightening back lights 
towering trees 

while stars glimpsed 
in dark 

play disappearing games 


lone flute 

echoes. 

calling back to the hills 
solitary voice 

singing for joy 

and for the love 

of the coming 

storm 


Kathie Norman 





Vegetable 


Like a 

breadmold 

in the moments 

of my brooding 
months 

closed 

doors 

became exits 

from the ۰ 

brain fire 

my mind 

stretching 

like silly putty men 
left me 

an aware cauliflower 


Alissa Quart 


Nature's Whisperings 


A light hreeze in the forest 
is Nature's way of whispering... 
"Come see the flowers bloom, 
and hear the animals gossiping." 


Jill Astmann 





The Fall 


You run by smiling 

Racing with a kite 

Through the autumn leaves 

I shall not tell you 

about the cliff that lays that way. 


Do 


Do 


Do 


Do 


Sandy Gluzgold 


you hear me calling 

hark the bird has flown 

you near me calling, 

you pretty little fawn 

you hear me calling, 

make ready the arrow quick 

pull back the string, 
let the arrow rip. 

piercing the heart of a young deer 
its big brown eyes still open with 

wonder 
you hear me calling 
hark the bird has flown. 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 
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lost 
a brown teddy bear 
With black button eyes 
jeans with red suspenders 
one button missing 
a tear in the right ear 
grass stain on the back 
a smail red mouth 

lost 
an innocent chilchood 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 


The last tear shines on your lashes 
falls. 

My head against your chest 

I hear your slowing heart beat 
A comfortable 

familiar 

rhythm 

Your arms around me never 

a cage 

Rather an open gate 

To the magic 

World 

Comforting touch of your hand 
On my hair, 


"Intimate reminder 


of your love. 


Kathie Norman 





My Best Companion 


I tire so easily 

Of breaking into violent ‘Spasms 

Of sullen misplaced anger 

Longing, aching to be with vou: 

To laugh chocolate cookie afternoons 
Hoping you haven't forgotten 

How to be my best companion. 


Risa I. Wallach 


Windows are opening 
on strange worlds 

I put one foot throuch 
and then the other 

I don't like this side 
or the other 

Maybe I'll sit on 

the windowsill 


Jason Serota-Winston 








Ав You 


4 

Ав I am living each day 

Shoving through this vicious storm 

Losing grasp of all those supporting hands 
Panicked and groping for frozen fingers 
Bashful and naive child 

Eyes biager than my stomach 

Wishing I were as grand, accomplished 

And settled into life as you. 


Risa I. Wallach 


Ending 

Blue and green bubbly fields 
Of blond cornflowers 
Momentary summer 

Collapsing into fall 
Dreading the day 

We have to walk into a brick building 
And focus our minds 

On any other thing 

Than purple skies 

Cluttered with light. 


Risa I. Wallach 


Microcosm 


Looking 
up at me 
little 
orange 
people 


worn by the years 


Peeling 
human ink ' 
A world 
feathery 
fantasy 
Cloud 
flowery girls 
they sat 
where I 
sob poetry 
Lost faces 
in battered 
yearbooks 
their time 
Kissing me 


Alissa Quart 














must have woken up soon after I fell 
asleep because my clock read the same 
“time when I woke up as it did when I fell 
asleep. It's funny, some people say they 
still see me lying there. Оп that same bed. 
I was kind of tired from driving all the 
way from Atlanta, Georgia to my house here 
in Florida. When a friend of mine drove 
that distance, it took him almost a whole 
day. I wondered why it had taken me only a 
few hours. Anyway, since I was tired, I 
went upstairs and decided to try and sleep. 
I turned on the TV and watched someone who 
looked like me being carried away in an am- 
bulance. The sound of the TV was kind of 
blurred and the picture was fuzzy, but I 
know what I saw. The police officials say 


there were two cars involved in the accident. 


One car skidded across to the other side of 


the road, went out of control, and collideä 
with another car head-on at 60 mph. The 
accident happened quickly, according to 
on-lookers. Hospital officials say both 
drivers were dead, but one of them disap- 
peared. The strange thing was, it was the 
body of the driver who looked like me. 

When I woke up, my clock still read 6:00 
pm. I figured the power was off, but soon 
abolished that thought because the TV was 
still on. Maybe it was just the clock. 

So, I looked at the other clocks. They all 
said 6:00pm. It was dark out when I had 
returned from that long drive. It still 

is dark. I felt like I had been in my house 
for hours. Or was it my house? Maybe I 
never made it home. Maybe I never will. 


Jason Goodman 





Another World 


Another world 

Waiting to be found 
Another world 

Ready to be awakened 
Another world 

Preparing to be inhabited 
Another,world 

Ready to be destroyed. 


Diego Gleyzer 


Too Late 


Не has waited for years 

Waited for his big chance 

Now it's here. 

He mounts his car 

Prepared and ready 

It starts, and he races. 

The end comes and he wins. 

But the excitement will overtake him 
His heart will sleep 

And the satisfaction will die. 


Diego Gleyzer 


Е а small Latin-American country, lived 
a poor coffee-picker named Jose. Jose was 
a weak and innocent man, very loving and 
easily dominated by his oppressive wife 
Manuella. She was constantly using Jose, 
giving him love and then cruelly snatching 
it away. 

One evening when Jose returned from his 
day in the fields, he found his wife mis- 
sing. Jose wailed, crying his wife's name. 
"Manuella, where are you?" Being the weak 
and innocent man that he was, Jose loved 
his wife dearly, never acknowledging the 
pain she caused him. 

Jose then knelt by their chest and took 
out a small felt purse. Іп the purse was 
close to five hundred dollars. Jose had 
been saving this money for years. He plan- 
ned to buy cloth woven with gold thread for 
Manuella to use to tie back her beautiful 
black hair. - 

At the sight of the money, Jose wept even 
more. Through his tears, Jose fell ona 
note on the floor. It read: 


"I have kidnapped your wife, Manuella. 
If you leave five hundred dollars in 

a bag under the wooden bridge tonight, 
she will be waiting for you tomorrow 
morning at the fork in the-road near 
the fields. If I find no money I will 
kill her." 


"Oh, God," Jose immediately bowed his 
head to pray. Then he rose, quickly grab- 
bing the felt bag and a brown burlap bag. 
He tore out of the house and down the dirt 
road. It would be a bit more than an hour 
if he ran to the bridge, and the sun was 


setting already. Panting, he tried to con- 
centrate on Manuella and his love for her. 
It was not hard, Jose loved her, he always 
had. Looking down at his feet, he noticed 
another hole in his thin leather shoes. 
Now, almost all of his toes were visible 
through the holes. Jose had worn these same 
shoes for more than four years now. He did 
not want to use money to buy shoes for him- 
self when it could go into the felt bag for 
Manuella's cloth. . 
Jose hoped that Manuella would not be 
angry that he had used the money from the 
felt bag to free her. Maybe he could have 
gotten it from somewhere else. Maybe he 
could have stolen it. All Jose wanted from 
his life was to please his abusive wife. 
Finally Jose reached the bridge. Не | 
transferred the money in the felt bag to the 


burlap bag. Then, he placed the burlap bag 
under the bridge. When he awoke the bag 
was gone. Relieved іп а sickly, anxiety- 


filled way, Jose stumbled home. | 
The next morning, Jose woke up at 3:00. 
He did not eat or wash. He simply started 
off for the fork in the road. He had walk- 
ed for more than two hours when the fork 
came into view. No one was there yet. 
Jose would have to wait for her. But as 
he neared the fork in the road he saw some- 
thing. Something was sitting right where 
Manuella should have been. Jose began to 
run. Не collapsed on the grass next to the 
object. It was a basket. Jose picked up 
the basket. He began to cry even before 
his hand touched the lid. And seeing what 
was inside, Jose screamed in pain. The 
basket was filied 





with silky locks of Manuella's hair. 
"No, Lord!" Jose wailed. He threw the 


‘basket down and screamed. "She is not dead! 
I love her. She is at home. She is wait- 
ing for me. She is not dead!" Jose ran 


home, his mind numb. He was dull to all 
things except the pain in his heart. The 
door slammed behind him back at home. 
"Manuella! Manuella, Manuella!" Jose's 
voice faded and a look of sheer terror grew 
in his eyés when there was no answer. 

Stumbling to the chest, Jose tried to 
remember where the straight razor was; he 
could not live without Manuella. Everything 
in his mind was blurring except the straight 
razor. Jose lifted the trunk lid and taped 
to the inside of the lid was a note. 

Jose, 

I have left you. I found a man who can 

give me what I want. Don't look for me. 

I hate you. I have never loved you. 

Thanks for the money. 

Manuella 


Aindrea Brennan . 






Happy Poem 


sun drenched 

wood boards 

chattering young ones 
red and blue shirted 
plastic dolls 
with blonde pigtails 

The creak of the boat 

thinking for me 
The splashing manmade 
waves 

getting me to remember 


Some peace 
(I don't think I've ever been happy) 
lying here 
all hot 


such a cynical girl, you are 
you tell too much 
about yourself 
you snap and scream 
from your 
red biting tongue 


You're all streams 


of torment 
Patterned shiny sky 
Dark pink flesh 
getting rare 
on Candlewood Lake 


Alissa Quart 








Book Review 


Yesterday a book of poems came out entitled "6(%85- €) (+! 2/44". It is written in 
a new language created by 8(%%8% +k1@12. Тһе cost is just а nere few dollars for 
such an amazing feat as creating a totally new language. The quality of the poems 
has never been seen before. However, in order to understand anything written in 
it you must also purchase the $300, 10,000-page unabridged dictionary to translate 
it. This dictionary is also available in every known language so everyone can read 
my wonderful book. Below is the first poem in the book and some words you miaht 


need to know. 


"@(%&5- totally 58) *= forest & 34459 travel 
€) (+1 original 5 5" : با‎ ۵ апа !(*49+=? both 
2/8" poems () sorry %5) (¢92"% be 

8 )*5 6۷ "Larry &!@#+ *C";:?/ I #@(7 one 
+51012 Schimel 8¢@ not % traveler 
М-3с68)%1!? the 2۳5 + roads $#) -+ long 
?:"%+_) street $¢ diverged ap stood 
6*&800'// not **)gi"'?, in GGGG Р 

в!" | taken SC&*AISHHH) (?" a ar; could 


C two 5 5% yellow‏ دی بد 


4-236&)*!!? 2:"%+ ) 6*&000'// 61” 
;"%*© مع بداو‎ **)41"'2, %С&*%@15###) (2" ;h S* SQ)*- 


$$":h10 () в!@#+ *6":;2/ *": BER 8%%;9 1(*79+=? 
SS": LIO $$)(€92"L #@(7 $ GGGG $8)-* &lQOje *6";:2/ же 


Larry Schimel 
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_ Take Ten 


8/1/86 

9:20am 

Klakety-Klak! 

Chug. Chug. Chug. 

Thump-bing Thump-bing 

"People are People" 

Spanish comedian 

Ha Ha Ha! 

New Chevy 

Magic Mountain 

Jumper Cables 

Da Da Da Doo Dum 

Phil & Genesis - Misunderstanding 27 

aR EOD ISS SAS d uA od es Paca à à Fs ssl MOM ы, 

asl A esef A PR PA PR PT PP ee Me 7 

oops made а mistook (Қ 7 

Ріса Shmica Ріса Schmica N 7 

‘Cool song, I don't know who, but cool...Echo there's the beat Ху 
N 








\ 


- / 
“$ | ) 
v" wy 271 
ly 


this song is neat, I like it 

sal asdejffuaffaaffasuliusaffsubefefbufsfsiesfafwsfudfsefaffid 
Heavy.synth. Slow enough. 

Please don't look because you might think I'm crazy... 
"Runnin' with the devil" NX 
"Touch and go" 

"Status Quo" 

She stands and gazes, far off look. Near but far...very far 

Emerson, Lake and Powell 

Back to Reality. 

9.30am 

8/1/86 


Danny Rockoff 





Why do they always prophesy doom 

when spring flowers have just started to 
۹ bloom 

"World destructions. There's no ozone . 

layer 

The devil's chile is Gary Player" 

"Repent, repent, the end is near 

There's poison in your favorite beer” 

We have brought down the wrath of God 

There're mutants all around Cape Cod 

Sodomy has loosed a dread disease 

There's death in every fresh spring breeze 

Build yourself a deep bomb shelter 

The rooskies have all gone helter skelter 

But maybe, just maybe spring '87 

Will have an evangelist-free heaven 


Andrew Taggart 


Triumphing. 

On top of the worlä 
I stand. 

Happy for. a moment, 
then 

Harsh cold forever 

as loneliness 

sets in. 

only one 

can be 

on top of , 

the world. 


Danny Rockoff 


accomplishments 
history 
architecture 
technology 


man's 
man's 
man's 
man's 
man's arts 

All man's religion 

are no use if he is alone with 
a hungry bear 


All 
All 
All 
All 
All 


Andrew Taggart 


Thinking of Our Grandchildren 


yellow on red 
the sun goes down 
rising in a different place 
while in the shaving cream world 
of aerosol cans and ozone layers 
causing cancer. 
discarded razors in the garbage 
one bag 
biodegradable 
one bag 
not 
a hundred years later 
undisintegrated plastic covers 
the earth. 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 
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‚Last Dance 


The girl danced quietly in the shade of 
the palm, the warm sun bathing her moving 
body with a bronzed glow. She danced to 
the music in her head. Her body flowed 
across the dark sand. Suddenly the music 
grew faster, and her soft, graceful move- 
ments grew frantic, as if wildly searching 
for some painfully unreachable object. The 
girl's energy began to slowly fade, but the 
music didn't. The music still climbed, 
never reaching its peak. 

She finally collapsed, yet the music in 
her head played on. The music never died. 
Even as the girl slept she could hear it 
singing gently, pushing her toward the 
thing she knew she must do. 

when she woke, the sun had turned into a 
mellow reddish glow. She stretched her 
long aching limbs, reaching to the sun. The 
beach was empty except for a lone figure 
walking along the edge of the surf. Тһе 
body moved smoothly. The dark skin glit- 
tered with tiny droplets of seawater `^ 
carried along by the breeze. As the face 
drew nearer, the handsome features came into 
focus: the broad nose, the full lips, the 
‘dark, soothing eyes, the graying beard. 

She felt an urgent need to reach out to 
the man. She quickly gathered the words 
and unconsciously set them to the never- 
ending music behind her eyes. She stood up, 
yet a paralytic fear gripped her stomach 
and she doubled over on to the still warm 





sand. And her last hope glided past with 
the ease and grace of a dark cat. She 
realized that it was time. The music beckoned, 
called. 

She slowly rose. She was no longer afraid. 
She walked toward the surf, shedding her 
clothing piece by piece onto the sand. They 
left a trail behind her, the last memories to 
be left of her on the desolate beach. When 


‘over her long, lean body. And the music cailed. 


She began to immerse herself in the chilly 
seawater. Yet she was not cold. A wind swept 
up yet she did not flinch. A thread of light- 
ening split the sky, yet she did not see. And 
she pushed onward. The water was now on her 
hands. Now her shoulders. Now her lips. Now 
her head. The music seemed louder now, yet it 
was gentle, beckoning. And as the life gently 
slipped out of her into the sea, she laughed. 
For she knew that even as she died, the music 
led on. The music never died. 


Joanna Fried 
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Afflictions of Beauty 


Everything that is beautiful has thorns 
Trying in vain the protect 

The tempting berry 

The alluring rose, 

And the insecurities of people, alike. 
Those attracted ignore and bleed. 


Catherine Topp 
Debbie Altholz 


Sad and cold 
Empathy floats 

on wisps of music 
a sweet pure voice 
sends chills 

down my spine. 
dying voice 
making me think 
about homeless 
unloved people 

so cold, 

so cold. 


Danny Rockoff 


stone chiseled face | | 
һе draws stringy pictures 
of haunted houses ^ 
the kind you had nightmares about in 1954 ( 
his solid mind spitting out xeroxes of 

History 5 .' 
the course you failed in Yale 
no pictures on the wall 
no all night phone calls 
only New Yorker Magazine subscriptions 
and back issues from a black and white era 
Lying in bed on your 54th EN 
pushing away memories 
of the big white house 
and the slobbery dog. 





Risa I. Wallach | | 











The Last of the Great Soldiers 


My ol' pal Henrison didn't trust many 
people, but he had a right. I remember it as 
if it was yesterday. We left to attack Fort 
Frontenac on the St. Lawrence, under the 
command of General Williams who was well- 
known for his bravery. We were honored to 
serve under his command and wanted to serve 
him well. 

We left Boston on а foggy, dark day to 
start our incredible journey of 300 miles 
of vast forest, swamps and marshes. Immedi- 
ately after we left Boston we encountered 
the thick forest. As we trudged along, the 
undergrowth became so thick each man was 
forced to clear a path with his rifle. The 
General walked in front of us stumbling, 
sweating, huffing, puffing and cursing 
under his breath. He fell and Henrison, a 
tall, proud man very dedicated to the Gen- 
eral helped him up, mentioning that the 
General, when only a soldier, had protected 
him from an angry soldier. 

The General pushed Henrison away and al- 
most screamed at the men that he didn't 
need help. The General drove us even harder 
yet the going was still tough in the thick 
overgrown New England. Soon the sun set and 
we were forced to set camp for the night. 
We had only gone 5 miles, the General warn- 
ed us that we would have to be faster if we 
wanted to beat the freezing winter to the 
fort. 

The next morning,we ate our meager rat- 


ions and went on. It was a cool day and the 
breeze felt good as we marched through the 
forest. 

We walked, every man clearing the way 
with his rifle. The man next to me leaned 
on a rotten tree to rest. The tree fell on 
another tree which started to fall. The 
General, who stood under it, froze in his 


place. Henrison saw this and dove on the 


General before the trees fell and splin- 
tered into a million pieces. The General 
pushed Henrison off, got up,and brushed the 
dust off his uniform. Henrison backed off, 

a disappointed look on his face. 

That night as we sat around the fire we 
could tell that it was getting colder as. 
we shivered and wrapped ourselves in our 
small worn scarves. 

We awoke the next morning to freezing 
rain which continued for days as we slosh- 
ed through the cold muddy bottoms of the 
swamps. We left the swamps a week later 
with wet clothing and mud in our boots to 
encounter an even worse environment - the 
snow. 

The next month 
deep, thick snow. 


we travelled through the 
Our little equipment and 
tattered clothing did not help us as the 
snow piled up and wind blew. 

One day as we were camping an arrow came 
soaring at us from nowhere. We scattered to 
find protection, including the General who 
ran up a tree. We could not see the enemy. 





Another arrow was shot, hitting а soldier 
in, the chest. One of the soldiers saw the 
Indian, took his rifle from the snow, aimed 
and with a trembling finger pulled the 
trigger. There was a great explosion. The 
Indian ran away. We ran over and found the 
soldier covered with blood and gun powder. 
His gun had exploded because of wet gun 
powder. We buried both the soldier who had 
been shot and the one who was killed in the 
explosion under a tree. 

One night, we foolishly built our fire 
under a tree. After about a minute the snow 
on the tree fell on the men who were under 
it. We dug them out from under the snow and 
found them frozen, barely alive. They would 
have to be sent back. 

After a long journey with only a fract- 
ion of the men we started out with we fin- 
ally .reached the St Lawrence. We were to 
float down the river in our canoes that 
night and attack the fort at dawn. 

That night it was dark and there was a 
thick mist hanging over the river. As we 
loaded our canoes with supplies the mood 
was tense. We were all nervous. The General 
announced that it was time to board our 
canoes. 

We were all prepared. We boarded and 
shoved off, trying to keep balance on the 
fast current of the St Lawrence. As we went 
one of the canoes tipped. The men and the 
supplies on board floated away on the pow- 
erful current as we hopelessly watched. 

We drifted for what seemed hours. The 
only sounds were the sound of my heart 
beating and the water splashing against the 





sides of the canoes. Finally we saw it, 
what we had come through so much to see - 
Fort Frontenac. 

It was dawn as we went to shore. A sin- 
gle shot was fired at us - they had found 
the bodies of the men on the river and were 
expecting us. We went ashore and spread out. 
We were unprepared for this and did not 
know what to do. 

The battle raged on. As the French in the 
fort shot at us we could only lay in the 
snow and shoot blindly at the fort. After 
about an hour of fighting there were few men 
left. Henrison protected the General who was 
in back. He turned to see the General but he 
was not there. He looked around and saw him 
running to the hills. Henrison crawled after 
him to see what was happening. A million 
things filled his head, as he told me later. 
The General went intoa cave. Henrison fol- 
lowed. 

The General sat in a corner. "General, 
what are you doing?" 

The General jumped around and saw Hen- 
rison. "I am seeing if the escape route is 
clear." 

"General, why aren't you out there lead- 
ing the troops? You do not act as the Wil- 
liams I knew in England." 

"I have been different since the death of 
that soidier, Lowland Base. I felt I let him 
down." 

"Lowland Base? I remember the fellow - 
evil coward through and through! I remember 
you saved me from him. I remember the day 
we found the bloody body, shot in the face. 
We couldn't recognize him but the papers 








— ey, 


said so. So we left him there to rot. He 
was a traitor, he was scum, he..." 
4 The General pulled out his rifle and 
aimed at Henrison. "Sir, what...?" 

"I am Lowland Base. I am the traitor!" 

"Henrison was thrown back. "Genera..." 

"I am Lowland Base!" 

"But, how?" 

The General smiled. "During one battle, 
we were totally outnumbered. I ran away. 
After the battle ended I came back to the 
battlefield and found hundreds of dead 
bodies covered in blood. I searched the 
bodies for anything I could scavenge. Out 
of the corner of my eye I saw something 
move. I jumped around. I saw the body of 
Williams. I went over to him. He was lying 
in a pool of blocd, shot in the leg and in 
the stomach. Blood dripped down the side of 
his face and his eyes were hardly open. Le 
was still alive, and he saw me. "Base, Base, 
come and help bring me to camp," he said. 

"T thought about what to do. A brilliant 
idea came to me. I would get even with the 
man, who was almost my twin, who had every- 
thing I had, yet so much more. I would 
shoot Williams. I would then exchange papers 
with him. He would become Lowland Base, the 
traitor, and I would be Williams, a respected 
officer." 

"I aimed my rifle at him. Пе saw this 
with his bloody eyes and screamed "Base, 
please." Anything else was lost as I shot 
him in the head. I made sure that he could 
not be recognized. I switched papers with 
him and cut my arm so I could be sent to 
heal. You buried the wrong man as traitor!" 


Henrison was overwhelmed. "But what a- 


bout all those medals? How did you get 
them?" 

"Lies, all lies! You see this ono?" he 
pointed to а medal. "This | got when we were 
attacked by one Indian. 1 ran away as the 
men fought him off. I said that we were 
attacked by a group of Indians and I led the 
group to victory." 

"Base, Base, I can't believe you did 
that. You are still the same as I remember 
in England!" 

"Now you know the truth. Now you know!" 
Lowland Base pointed his rifle at Henrison. 


"Now you know but you'll never tell!" 

Henrison dove on Base, took hold of the 
rifle and started choking Base. Base resis- 
ted. He pushed him back and lienrison lost 
the rifle. Base got up and reached for the 
rifle. There was a shot. Lowland Base fell 
to the ground. Henrison got up and dropped 
the rifle. llenrison looked at him and saw 
Officer Wiliiams and Lowland Base. With 
that shot he had lost both a friend and an 
enemy. He walked back to the battlefield. 

By then most of the men had been killed. 
I lay wounded, shot in the leg. llenrison 
came from nownere and carried me and the 
other wounded men to safety. 

After that Henrison lett the army to live 
a life away from people and | stayed in to 
become an officer. In all my years in the 
army, I never saw as yood a soldicr as 
Henrison. Last week Henrison died in his 
cabin on а mountain. He was truly the last 
of the great soldiers. 


Jonathon Gross 


Broken Chord 


Sweet piercing note 
joined to 

note 

Subtle Shades: 

of a color heard 
rather than seen. 


Kathie 


Norman 




















Е: Freeling lifted the Winchester 2 


handgun and put the muzzle into his mouth. 


"why don't you ao to hell?" said Fred. 
"Ah," said Mike, walkina toward him, 


Не looked around the room where he had wreakec"a note of hostility? Just tell me some- 


havoc. He looked up, beyond the ceiling and 
pulled the trigger. 

Fred opened his eyes. He somehow felt 
lighter. He stood up and out of his old 
body. Не looked down at his face and it 
Seemed peaceful. Не looked around the room 
and a red light coming from under the door 
attracted his eye. All was silent, and his 
footsteps made not a noise when he walked 
over to the door. Не stepped over the 
principal's body then his own. He put his 
hand on the doorknob and felt warmth ent- 
ering his hand. The warmth crept through- 
out his body like a tiny comet zooming 
around with no particular direction. He 
opened the door and saw that a red glow 
filled the high school hallway as if there 
were several neon lights on the walls. He 
stepped out into the red hall. He turned 
right and started to walk toward the school 
exit. 

"Mr Fred Freeling," came a voice from 
behind him. 

Fred jerked around, startled by the sud- 
den noise. He saw a young man dressed in a 
blue three piece suit standing in the 
center of the corridor. А smile spread on 
his face, a friendly smile. 

"Hello, Fred," the man said. "My name 
is Mikolrough Stein. You may call be Mike." 
"Well, what are you doing here, Mike?" 

said Fred, mocking him. 

"Why don't yóu come over here so we can 
talk?" said Mike, beckoning. 


thing, Fred. If you went out that door, 
into the outside world, what do you think 
you would find? Do you think you would be 
able to go home?" 

"Yeah, I do," said Fred, beginning to 
run toward the exit. When he got there. nz 
put his hand on the bar. ; 

"You can open that door," said Mike "but 
you won't find much out there." 

"Leave me the hell alone!" shouted Fred, ۰ 
wondering how Mike got there. Then he 
pushed the bar. Mike was right. There was 
nothing. Black was everywhere, and he felt 
its coldness drifting in. Little black 
strands were creeping into the red glow of 
the hall. Fred let the door slide close 
with a stupified look on his face. 

"I suppose you're wondering what is going 
on." said Mike. "I'll tell you.  Appar- 
ently, you just murdered yourself in the 
principal's office. You're in that stage 
where you're sort of hanging 'in limbo'. 
Some people say that there is a light at 
the end of a dark tunnel. However, you 
are still stuck in these dingy hallways. 
The thing is, we don't know if we can take 


you." 

"Who's we?" asked Fred. "And take me 
where?" 

"Here it is," said Mike. "After a per- 


son dies, most people think that you go to 
heaven or hell. I am a representative of, 
uh, 'heaven'. After all that has happened, 
we don't know if we can take you. We will 








have to interview you first, to get the 
whole story." 

"You mean I might be going to hell?" 

"No, I don't mean that. Just come with 
me please," said Mike, offering his hand. 

Fred reluctantly followed Mike down the 
hall. | 

Mike stopped in front of Ms. Dendral's 
biology room and motioned with his hand 
at the door. 

"Why her?" asked Fred. 

"Why not? replied Mike. \ 

Fred gave him a cynical look and opened 
the door. Inside, there were no desks. No 
kids. No chalkboards. There was a long 
wooden table in the center of the room 
‚with twenty chairs around it. In nineteen 
of them, a group of men sat. There was one 
empty one at the head of the table. There 
was a red velvet couch on the far side of 
the кооп. 

"Please sit down," said Mike. 

Fred sat down at the couch. He looked 
sarcastically at the men sitting around 
the table, who were all staring at him. 
Mike sat down at the head of the table. 

"Please, fellows," said Mike. "Don't 
stare so. You're making him feel nervous." 

The men turned away from Fred. 

"So, Fred," said Mike. "Please be so 
good as to tell us how you got here. Tell 
us your story." 

"why?" asked Fred. 

"I think you know the answer to that 
question, Fred," Said Mike. 

Fred squirmed uncomfortably in his 
chair. 


"All right," said Fred. "Here goes." 

Fred sat up straight in his chair, and 
Бесап. 

"My name is Fred Freeling and I live on 
Brook Street which isn't too far from here. 
I lived with my Mom happily and with my 
Dad just as happily. No...that's not true. 
I don't know what to say. I'm probably 
going to say something that's going to send 
me to hell." . 

"Please Fred," said Mike, "Say anything 
you wish. We will only discuss your words 
after you have finished. Just relax." 

"Yeah, right," said Fred. "Relax. Okay, 
I hate my parents. My Mom worked as a 
marriage consultant with her skuzzy partner 
Joel Brenner. She cheated on my Dad with 
the jerk. Can you believe it? A marriage 
consultant? Oh yeah, they thought I didn't 
know. Well, one day I was getting a little 
bored of school so I decided to walk home. 
And who should I see messing around in my 
parent's bedroom? Yeah, Joel and my Mom. 
They didn't even see me standing there. 
Man, I never hated them more than on that 
moment. I went up to my room and envisioned 
myself tearing up their flesh as I tore one 
of my shirts into shreds." 

A few of the men jotted down a few 
things on paper that they had in front of 
them. One of them started to loudly crack 
his knuckles. 

"Hey," said Fred, standing up. "What are 
you writing? I knew I was saying too much." 
"Fred," said Mike, "these men will be 
writing things during this whole session. 
It doesn't mean anything. I repeat. Please 

















relax!" 

"Yeah, yeah," said Fred. 

Fred sat down, composed himself, and 
continued. 

"My Dad was a complete sleazebag. He 
drank, smoked, was fat and he cheated on 
my Mom also. You know, it's all so stupid, 
so stupid!" 

"We understand," said Mike. 
like something to drink?" 

"Yeah, I would." 

One of the men got up, poured out a 
glass of water, walked over to the couch 
and gave it to Fred. 

"well, about my Dad. One night, he came 
back from what he called 'work' very drunk 
anc violent. He went over to my Mom and 
threw up on her. I couldn't believe he 
could do a thing like that. My Mom gave 
him a whack as hard as she could and ac- 
cused him of sleeping with other women just 
right out of the biue! I don't know how 
she found out. The rest happened very fast. 
I saw my Dad's fist clench up. He held it 
in front of Mom's face for a second, then 
he smashed her face as hard as he could. I 
heard her nose break, and I don't think 
I'll ever forget what that sounded like. I 
had to go over there to break it up." Fred 
took a sip of water. "That night as I waited 
in the lobby of the hospital I took my Mom 
to, I couldn't get the sound of her nose 
breaking out of my mind. It kept repeating 
itself over and over. Crack, crack, crack. 
During the whole time I knew I had to do 
something to get rid of my father. I just 
couldn't see his face again. I hated him so 


"Would you 


much. God, how I wanted him dead." 

About ten of the men jotted down things. 

"That must have sounded pretty brutal. 
Maybe I won't say the next part." 

"Feel free to say what ever you wish," 
said Mike. | 

"Okay, here it is. The next day I went up 
to a guy I knew named Jonah Larone and 
boucht some really strong poison. I slipped 
it into my Dad's coffee the next morning. 
His face fell into his scrambled eggs and he 
croaked." Fred leaned back in the couch. 
"That was one of the best sights I've ever 
seen." Fred smiled. 

Fred took a large gulp of water and then 
asked with no particular concern in his 
voice, "What's it like in hell?" 

"Just continue your story," said Mike... 
"we shall go into that after you have fin- 
ished." 

"Okay," said Fred. "The people who aut- 
opsied my Dad said he died of natural causes. 
I can't believe they didn't notice it. Any- 
way after Dad died, Mom and Joel's relation- 
ship continued. He even moved into our 
house. Joel turned my Mom into a bitch. I 
hated Joel for doing that to my Mom. God, 
how I hated him. I wanted him to be out of 
my Mom's life. Whenever I saw Joel I felt 
like puking. I didn't know what to do. Jonah 
had been arrested by that time. It was only 
yesterday that I drained some of my more 
violent energy on а wounded bluejay lying qn 
the sidewalk. I stabbed it again and again 
with my rusty locker key. That was nice of 
me, wasn't it? I mean, I didn't want it to 
suffer." 





Almost all of the men jotted down some- 
thing. One of them started to crack his 
«nuckles again. 

"Yeah! Write as much as you want!" shout- 
ed Fred, nervously. 

"Please try to contain yourself," said 
Mike. "Go on." 

"Well, the next and last thing happened 
today," said Fred. 

"Oh yes," said Mike. "We were watching. 
But please, tell us what happened from your 
point of view." 

"Okay. Hell, here I come!" ваза Fred. 
"There's something you ought to know. That 


Swiss army knife was given to me as a pres- 
ent. It was big, too. Not just one of those 
little toys that a kid carries in his pock- 
et. This job had a six-inch blade. It was 
beautiful. Anyway, this morning I was walk- 
ing to school about an hour and a half late. 
My Mom was home asleep. She didn't care 
about me any more. Joel was out at work. As 
I was walking up Brook Street, who should 
pull up next to me? Yeah, Joel. I wanted to 
kill him. Well, what was I waiting for? 
Joel stopped the car and beckoned to me. I 
smiled and walked over. When I got there, I 
took out the knife and clicked open the 
blade. Before he knew it I..." 

"Please Fred. We were watching." said 
Mike. "You needn't go into the details.” 

"Yeah, yeah," said Fred. "But there sure 
was a hell of a lot of blood! Oh, whoops, 
I said hell! Does that mean, could it mean, 
oh no!" By now a large smile had spread on 
Fred's face. 

"Fred," said Mike. "as you would prob- 


ably say, cut the crap." 

"Wow!" said Fred. "And even from a rep- 
resentative of God!" 

"Please finish your story," said Mike, 
wiping his forehead. 

"Okay, you know it," said Fred. "I left 
the knife in Joel's lap and walked on to 
school. When I got there, I got the little 
gun that is now in the principal's office 
out of my locker. I then loaded it with six 
bullets. Tell me something, Mike. What’ were 
you thinking when you saw what happened 
next?" 

"I was thinking about your sanity." 

That wiped the smile off of Fred's face. 

"The first room I went into," said Fred, 
"was this one. Ms. Dendral's biology. I came 
in, shot her once, and left." U 

Now the men were constantly writing down 
notes. Even the knuckle cracker. 

"I then walked into the secretary's 


office," said Fred. "I cocked the gun before 


I went in. As soon as I opened the door, I 
killed her. Then I shot her again just bec- 
ause I felt like it. I'm a man who acts on 
impulse." 

Humored by his own joke, Fred started to 
chuckle. All the men Stayed silent. 

"Then the principal boomed in." said 
Fred. "He looked at the mess of the secret- 
ary and put his hands to his face. Man, he 
was down to mountain rat level. I shot him 
twice. Dead center. At close range." Fred 
started to laugh again. "Tell me Something, 
did you know that I was going to kill my- 
self?" " 

"There are some things best left un- 
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learned," said Mike. 

"where'd you get that? Stephen King?" 
Ғгес was laughing very hard. 

"Well, is that it?" asked Mike. 

"Yup, that's it. That's the whole story. 
Wasn't it absolutely fabulous darlings?" 
Fred just couldn't stop laughing. 

All the men got up, gathered their notes 
and started to file out the door. 

Fred stopped laughing. "Hey, wait a sec- 
ond. Where are you going? You can't just 
leave me here." 

"Don't panic," said Mike. Then he walked 


.out the door and closed it behind him. 


"This is too much, too much," said Fred. 
"I'll bet when I was laughing they thought 
I was totally insane. But I'm not! I mean, 
I'm sure of it. I had to kill them. I had 
to. They couldn't understand it if they 
tried. God I wish I knew what they were 
talking about." 

Fred put his face in his hands for a 
minute or so and then shouted to an empty 
room, "Tell me!" 

Pictures of torture and pain crept into 
his mind. He saw a body floating in lava. 
The body was black with burns. The body 
turned over and Fred thought he recognized 
the face. It was burned practically beyond 
recognition but still, he knew the face. 
Then it hit him. It was his face. His! 

"No!" he shouted. He tried to knock the 
thought from his mind, but he couldn't. He 
knew he was going to hell, he just knew it. 
Fred was so scared it was beyond all human 
standard. He finally realized what it would 
be like to spend an eternity in hell. It 


wasn't fair. He had gone through enough 


.pain. It wasn't fair. 


He then heard footsteps coming down the 
hall. The door opened and the men came in 
and found their seats. Mike sat at the head 
of the table again. They all looked at him. 
Fred looked back with terror-filled eyes. 
Visions of hell were still buzzing around 
his brain. 

"we have reached a decision," said Mike. 

Fred passed out. ! 

Fifteen minutes later, he was revived. 
Everything came to him and he was again 
sitting on the velvet couch. 

"Fred," said Mike, "we have discussed 
this case long and hard. It was most dif- 
ficult to reach a decision. If we almost 
reached one, there would be another argument 
against it. We talked, argued, debated and 
even yelled for two and a half hours. It 
must have been sheer torture for you and 
for this we are sorry. You have committed 
murder. Five times, in fact. We could have 
not discussed it and sent you straight to 
hell. But we did discuss it. And we decided 
to let you in." 

Fred practically fell over with relief. 

"I only said that so you could listen to 
this without pressure," said Mike. "Let me 
tell you about our heaven. When a person 
dies, and has not committed any major 
crimes, that person is sent to us and lives 
in a complete bliss for eternity. If one 
has committed murder, there is a meeting 
before we make a decision to let them in. 
Adultery, stealing, those aren't terribly 
bad so we let them in. There is one thing 





though, if you do anything to violate апу- 
one or do anything destructive in cold 
blood, you will be sent down Chute X. Chute 
X leads to hell. It has happened, let me 
tell you. I said we've decided to make you 
an experimental case. We've never had any- 
one be reformed in heaven before. We're 
going to give you a second chance. A chance 
to have a life you apparently never had on 
Earth. One mess up, and you're down the 
Chute. Congratulations, Fred." 

Fred was led out the door with a smile 
on his face. When they got to a school exit, 
Mike stopped Fred. 

"Feel free to open that door, Fred. 
Heaven is out there." 

I'll never be sent down the Chute, 
thought Fred. This will be my new life. I'm 
gonna live it as well as I can. No mess ups. 
None. I won't be sent down the Chute. 


He pushed open the door. 


Jon Herman 


Your Piece 


Close a hana around 
My fragile mind 
Squeeze out 

Lemon juice dreams 
Until I'm stiff and 
dry and no one will 
guess that I'm not 
an extension 

of you 


II 


I'm fighting your 
stifling sticky sweet 
babyblue dead skin 
skeletal hand that 
won't let go 

so no one will guess 
that I'm only 

an extension 

of you 


Laura Secor 











A lone dog barks 
as I stare | 
at this rather unpleasant ہہ‎ Y 
world. جس‎ 
anger and hate IES 
pummel me 

from all directions. 

others seem to laugh 

at the violent 

explosives 

as they rack 

within my 

skull 

I wish to 

shriek 

but І don't 

rather I 

clench my fists 

shut my eyes 

and laugh back. 






Benjamin Greenfield 








you know how you make me feel 
bad 
so bad 
knowing how deeply you once cared 
realizing that i might have been 
the most 
important 
person in your life 
at the moment 
we were both confused 
| so ме lost it 
(i was in love 
you didn't know that 
and more) 
then 
you didn't talk 
you didn't smile 
you didn't laugh 


you didn't try to stay friends, 


you had so many others 
and 
you 
don't 
need 
me 
anymore 
i may fall out of love 
but 
i can't stop loving you 


Paige Chabora 


you loving stop 

ean't i 

but love out of 

fall may і апупоге 

me ў 

пееа 

don't you 

and others many 

so had you 

friends stay to try 
didn't you 

laugh 

didn't you 

smile 

didn't you 

talk 

(more and that know 

you didn't love in 

was i) 

it lost we 

so confused both were we 
moment the at life 

your in person 

important most 

the been have might i 
that realizing cared once 
you deeply how knowing bad 
so bad 

feel me make you how 
know you 


Chabora Paige 
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Sleepaway 


Dear Mom and Dad, 

Camp is a lot of fun. 
I'm Bari! 
think I get killed. My friend Tammy made it 
also, she's Nancy. I guess you've heard 
about the kid who was killed. I was there 
but I'm okay, except that I have been feeling 
really sick ever since I saw the... 


I made the play, 


Kelli stopped and once again she remem- 
bered the awful sight she had seen. She felt 


bile rise to her throat, and grabbed a waste bri 


basket. 


"Okay, Randi, you stand there and Stacey 
there." Cass was blocking the sixth scene. 
"Alright, Tammy you go to the left of the 


it was perfect. 
scene, 


thought. 
It's a murder mystery, but I don'tof Я 











quick short ah, okay?" 


Kelli and the. boy did the scene over and 
After Kelli had finished her 
she and Tammy left. 

"Only three more rehearsals to go," Kelli 
"Camp isn't bad and Tammy is a lot 
fun." 

"Today is the twenty!" Tammy said. 

"I know, only three more to go!" 

"I am so excited!" Tammy yelled loudly. 
"Me too!" Kelli and Tammy walked öff +о- 


gether, 


Tammy and Kelli were at rehearsal again and 
they were in the middle of Tammy's scene. Sa- 
na was up to get killed. 

“Where are they?" Tammy said in character. 
"I don't know, but Rick is dead, I'm sure." 
"Oh god, n...no!" 

"Nancy, what?" 


"Behind you." The girl swerved around. 
bleachers and next to the couch." Tammy set "No! Help me!" eins hit the floor with 
up her scene and Kelli went next. a Ehua. i ° 

" 1 " ۴ 

ao, ria ее "Good. Great. That was excellent, but now 
سے‎ қ سب‎ try a little more reality." Савв pointed at 
"Ow! In the chest!" The boy ran over ana ےی‎ 


unlocked the chest. 
"Thanks!" 
"Sure, are you okay? What han..." 
"Look out behind you!" The boy swerved 
around and a tall man stuck a file through 
his chest. 
"Bari. "A " 
"CUT! 
ming. 


Kelli struggled out. 


The boy fell to the floor. 
STOP!" Cass was red from screa- 
"Kelli, when you say ahhhh, not a 








"Sabrina, get up!" She still lay there 
crumpled up on the floor. 

"Real cute Bri, but we only have three 
days until the show goes on, so get up!" 

Still no response. 

"Are you okay, Bri?" Cass asked, a little 
concerned. Cass walked over thinking that 
maybe she had hit her head. She turned 


‚Sabrina over. 


"Oh God!" Cass looked away and started 





to scream and cry. А crowd gathered at 
Sabrina's feet. People began to turn away 
and look sick. Kelli walked over to the 
crowd and saw Sabrina. Blood dripped from 
the gaping hole in her arm. She lay there 
with her eyes all bugged out. 

"Somebody go get help!" one of the cast 
members yelled. Tammy and another girl ran 
up the hill to get help. 


The figure had made a clean getaway. No 
one yet realized that anything was wrong. 


After about five minutes, Cass regained 
some of her couth and started yelling. 

"Andy? Andy?!" Cass looked around. 
Where is he?" 

Three men and a lady came racing down the 
hill to the stage where Sabrina lay. After 
the ambulance had gone, Kelli cried and 
Tammy and many of the other cast members felt 
sick. The entire cast sat on the stage,some 
crying, some just staring endlessly. The 
police were questioning Cass. 

"Сап you tell us exactly what happened, 
Miss Chafer?" Officer Richards knelt in 
front of Cass. 

"We were practicing for the play and Sa- 
brina was in this scene. She and Tammy were 
supposed to be talking and then the murderer 
was supposed to step out of the hallway, 
a knife, and stick it through the artery in 
her arm. Sabrina was supposed to pretend to 
die, it was pretend, it was a play, just a 
play!" Cass started to cry again and one of 
the cast members cradled her. 

"Well, it seems to me that she really was 


- Shoe sticking out. 


take Andy came walking very fast, 


cut with a... Oh god! Who was the person who 
was supposed to be the murderer? Where is 
that person?" Officer Richards almost 
screamed at Cass. She grabbed her cast list 
and looked it up. 

"Um," Cass sniffed and wiped her eyes, 
"Michael Petrie." 

"Michael Petrie? Mike Petrie, where are 
you?" Officer Richards bellowed the young 
actor's name. There was no answer. 

"I'll go look for him. You girls come 
with me." The officer pointed at Kelli and 
Tammy. They walked to the side of the stage 
and didn't see anyone. Тһе three people 
walked to the back of the stage and saw a 
They all ran over; it 
was Michael Petrie. He was unconscious. 

"You girls, go get some of the other ро- 
lice quick! We've got a killer on our hands." 
After the second ambulance for Michael had 
gotten there and the police had questioned 
everyone in the cast, most everyone including 
Tammy and Kelli went to the nurse. 

At 8:30 Cassie got a call from the police 
officer telling her that Michael had been 
injected with penicillin, which Michael was 
allergic to. After Cass had gotten off the 
phone with the policeman she found Stacey, 
one of her actresses. 

“Stacey, where's Andy?" All of a sudden 

almost running 
down the pavement to Cass. He hugged her 
tightly. 

"Andy, where have you been?" 

"I was on a little trip into town, I, uh, 
had to get some shampoo, are you okay?" 

"NO! I'm not. 


I needed you and you weren't 











there, I have no idea where Jeff is and I..." 
gass started to cry again and she hugged 
Andy. Andy sat down with Cass. Савв just 
cried. 


"Here, drink this." The nurse had finally 
gotten to Tammy and Kelli after a long line 
of people. 

"Can I lie down?" Kelli asked. She was 
feeling very dizzy and couldn't stand any- 
more. She sat down and felt like she had 
just left her stomach at the top of a roller 
coaster. She drank what the nurse gave her, 
it was cold and felt good in Kelli's throat. 
She looked over at Tammy who was sitting up 
straight and staring at nothing. Kelli shook 
her head and staggered over to Tammy, the 
nurse was taking another girl's temperature. 

"Tammy?" Kelii stared at her, Tammy just 
looked ahead. She had a vacant glassy look 
in her eyes. 

"What's wrong with Tammy?" 
looked over at Kelli. 

"Nothing, she's just a little scared." 

"NO! She's sick!" Kelli ran over to 
Tammy and started to violently shake her. 

"Get ар. Tammy, get up! NOW!" Kelli 
wegged and pleaded with the girl to get up. 
The nurse walked over and removed Kelli's 
hands from the girl's arms. 

"She's fine, hon, don't worry." 

"No!" Kelli ran back over to Tammy апа 
smacked her very hard on ner left cheek. 
Tammy's head moved, but there was still no 
expression. 

"Stay here Kelli, I'll go get your coun- 
selor and she'll bring you back." The nurse 


The nurse 


walked out.  Kelli couldn't believe the 
nurse, she was talkinc to Kelli like she was 
crazy, and she wasn't! Ке111 6114 to the 
floor and slumped over. 


The figure crouched below the nurse's win- 
dow and looked in. There they were, the two 
girls who had been at the rehearsals. They 
looked about Allie's age. Не pulled out the 
fabric scissors; they were perfectly sharp, 
razor blade sharp. Perfect for some slicin 
'n dicin. He chuckled to himself. He was 
lucky that the stage was right in back of the 
infirmary, he had had time to run and to find 
a place to hide. He heard footsteps and 
ducked behind a rosebush. It was the nurse 
and one of the counselors, Lainie. Не watched 
as the nurse and the counselor picked up the 
teen. She looked lifeless, and almost like 
a bowl of jello. She quivered and yet she 
was very loose. The counselor took the teen's 
arm and put it around her neck as the nurse 
opened the door. As she said goodbye the 
figure caught the girl's name. It was Kelli, 
that sounds a lot like Allie. His heart 
twinged with pain as he thought of her. She 
would have been 19 this year. Не looked in 
again at the other girl, she was looking like 
a lost puppy. The nurse walked out of the 
room to go to the bathroom. 

The figure pulled out the stocking, put 
it over his face and walked in. As he ap- 
proached the girl she looked at him and he 
felt a twinge of sympathy for her. "NO." 
he said quietly, she should pay like Allie 
did. He raised the scissors up above his 
right shoulder. She didn't move. Just as 





he was going to end her life һе hearä the 
toilet flush and the water running. He 
bfought the scissors down really hard and 
hit the girl's right leg. She screamed and 
the nurse bolted out of the bathroom, just 
as the figure fled. The nurse ran over to 
Tammy, her leg was dripping blood. Tammy 
just kept screaming. As Tammy let out a 
rather loud screech another counselor came 
running in. He went to get the police. The 
nurse laid Tammy down and bandaged her knee. 
She was screaming now, just:moving her lips. 
Ten minutes later the paramedics had arriveä 


and were taking Tammy to the county hospital. 


When they were gone the nurse fell to the 
floor overcome by anxiety. 


Lainie, Kelli's counselor, brought her 
back to the bunk. 

"Oh, the geek's back!" 
laughed. 

"Shut up Kris!" Lainie yelled back. 

"NO! Why should I?" 

"Kelli is very sick and had a bad exper- 
ience today. Leave her alone." 

"Well excuse me!" 

"Lie down Kelli, don't worry about Kris." 


Kris walked over to Kelli after Lainie 
left. "You're a jerk!" she said and went 
and sat down. Kelli sat on the edge of her 
bed turning red with the anger and frustra- 
tion that had been building up throughout 
the day. She picked up her tube of tooth- 
paste and threw it at Kris. 

"what the...?" The tube had just missed 
Kris's eye by a tiny bit. 

"You goddamn..." Kris picked up Kelli's 


Her roommate 


vanity mirror and threw it at Kelli's face. 
Shards of glass scattered as the mirror hit 
Kelly square on the nose. Almost instantly 
a bright red streak appeared on Kelli's 
cheek, marked by blood which streamed out. 
She quickly put her hand to her cheek. When 
she looked at her fingers, she saw that they 
were blood covered. Kelli jumped off the ~ 
bed and leaped on Kris. They knocked each 
other around, Kelli grabbed Kris's hair and 
pulled a chunk out of it. As Kris knocked 
Kelli to the floor, the counselors came 
running in. 

"What the hell is going on?" Lainie asked. 

"Kelli, what happened?" Sharon ran over 
to the two girls and pushed them apart. 

Kelli ran to her bed and Kris sat on the 
floor dumbfounded. 
"what happened?" One of the counselors 

asked again. Kelli started to speak. 

"She threw my mirror at me!" Kelli 
touched her cheek again. 

"BULL! I threw it because you threw the 
toothpaste at me!" 

"No! You started!" 

"Well, let's let Jeff Chafer decide, shall 
we?" Sharon took Kris by the hand and Lainie 
took Kelli. They walked over to the office 
and found that he wasn't in. "He's at the 
hospital with Mike Petrie." 

"I'll take Kelli to the nurse's office 
and get her cheek bandaged up, meanwhile 
you speak with Kris." Lainie and Kelli 
left. They walked into the nurse's office, 
and the nurse jumped up from her seat when 
she saw Kelli. 


"Oh gosh, let's get you fixed up." Kelli 
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sat down and waited. 


"Cassie, Cassandra, where are you?" Jeff 
Chafer had just gotten back from the hospital 
and walked into their little house behind the 
campers' bunks. He looked at his watch, 5:15 
He wasn't looking forward to dinner or to 
the fact that he was going to have to get 
more police security and protection around 


the camp. He was also going to have to try 
and figure out what was going on. 

"Cass?" 

"In here." Jeff walked into the bedroom 


and found her lying there with all the lights 
off. 


"Hi." Jeff said in а nice, but sort of 
sympathetic kind of voice. 
"Hi ۳ " 


"How are you doing?" 

"Well, besides the fact that this entire 
camp is being manslaughtered, I'm doing just 
fine!" 

"Cassandra, everything will be okay, I 


‚promise you, okay?" 


"Yeah, I guess so." 

"We will catch this madman sooner or la- 
ter." 

"Oh Jeff, don't call him that!" 

"What, a madman?" 

"Ves ! " 

"Well, that's what he is!" 

"Look, I'm tired and I don't need you to 
scare me any more than I already am!" 

"I'm sorry Cass, It was wro..." 

"Yeah, it was wrong!" Cass got up and 
left. Jeff wiped his hands over his eyes. 


4 


Lainie walked over to where the nurse was 


and put a hand on her shoulder. 
"Doris, are you all right?" 
"Yes, just a little shaken up. 


Kelli, 


don't move. This is an antiseptic so it will 
sting a little." Kelli flinched when Doris 


applied the medicine to her cheek. 


when 


Doris had finished she applied a band-aid to 


the cut and washed her hands. 
"where's Tammy?" Kelli asked. 


She had 


just remembered that when she left Tammy had 


been there. 

"Uh, she went out for a while, 
be back soon." 

n Oh . " 


she will 


"Lainie, can I speak to you for а minute?" 
Doris pulled Lainie aside and started to ex- 


plain to her about Tammy. 


"Tammy was stabbed in the 1ес about 15 


minutes ago, and was taken to the hospital." 


"Oh my god, is she okay?" 


"Well, she was in shock when the paramed- 
ics arrived, but as far as I could tell, 


scissors hadn't gone that far." 
"Scissors?" Lainie asked. 


"Oh yes, the weapon used was a pair of 


fabric scissors." 
"Are vou sure?" 


the 


"Yes, because when I heard Tammy scream 
I ran out of the bathroom in time to see the 


person holding the scissors." 


"That's awful! Did you see who it was?" 
"No, but T'm sure it was a man." s 


"Really?" 


"Yes, and he was wearing one blue and 


white Converse All-star Hi-top!" 


Lainie 











and Doris walked back into the other room. 

"when is Tammy going to be back?" 

۹ "Well, she was a little sick, so they 

took her to the hospital." 

"who did?" 

"The paramedics." 

"She needed an ambulance?" 

"Yes, but don't worry, she'll be fine." 
Kelli sat down looking miserable. 

"Come on Kell, let's go see if Jeff is 
back yet." Kelli got up and Lainie said 
goodbye to Doris as they walked out. 


The man sat behind the bushes waiting for 
the perfect chance to kill that 14-year-old 
girl. 


After Cassie had walked away from Jeff he 
came over to her. "Cass, I'm sorry, I 
really was wrong. It's just that this whole 
ordeal has got me down and I'm not really 
listening to what I say. I'm sorry." 

"You know, after that incident with Allie 
I never thought anyone would ever die here 
again." 

"I know, but Cass- that was an accident!" 

"Yeah, but after those stage lights fell 
on her, she died." Cassie looked up at Jeff 
who was looking at the floor. ; 

"Why this camp?" she asked, her eyes 
filled with tears and a lump formed in her 
throat, making it hard for her to talk. 

"Jeff, when we bought this camp seven 
years ago, I thought it would be fun, having 
all of these kids around and running the camp 
but after all this, I can't do it anymore." 

"Let's discuss this at a time when we're 


more calm and this is far behind us." 
Cassie nodded her head. 


As Lainie and Kelli walked out of the in- 
firmary and down the road, they saw Stan Nace 
the archery counselor walk by. Without even 
thinking Lainie looked down at his sneakers. 
They were blue and white Converse! Stan 
waved and Lainie did too. | 

"Ке111, stay here. I have to go to the 
office for something that I forgot." Lainie 
left Kelli. She sat there and started to 


wonder, "Why me?" She picked up a dusty ro k 
off the dirt road. | E dica 


Lainie walked into the office and saw 
Kris and Sharon still waiting for Jeff. 

She walked over to the lady in charge of the 
office. 

"I'd like to speak to the police, Lynn." 

"Okay, one minute." Lynn dialed the 
number and Lainie got on the phone with 
Officer Richards. She explained the story 
about the sneakers and the policeman said 
that he'd be right over.  Lainie walked 
back over to Kelli. 

"Hi. n 

"Hi," said Kelli. Lainie saw Andy Ever- 
son walking out from behind the infirmary. 

"Oh, hi Andy." 

"Hi Lain." 

"Could you stay here for a minute with 
Kelli? I forgot to tell someone something 
in the office." 

"Oh, sure." 
down with Kelli. 

"So Kelli, how are you? 


Lainie left and Andy sat 


Have you learned 
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all your lines?" 
"T'm okay. Yeah, I learned most of them 


yesterday." They started to talk. Lainie 


walked over to Sharon and started explaining 
about Tammy when Jeff Chafer and Cassie 
burst into the office. 

"where's Andy?" Cass was out of breath 
as she spoke. 

"Everson?" Lainie asked. 

"YES! Where is he?" 

"Oh, I left him with Kelli Hamill by the 
infirmary." 

"Come on!" Jeff ran out of the office 
and Cassie grabbed Lainie's arm as they 
ran out. 

"Call the police!" Cass yelled out. 


"Ah, my legs are cramped, do you want to 
take a walk?" Andy asked Kelli. 

"Well, I have to wait here for Lainie." 

"Well, we'll stop off at the office 
while we take a walk." 

"Oh, okay." Andy grabbed Kelli's wrist. 

"Ow, stop, you're hurting me!" He 
grabbed a long piece of cord from his рос- 
ket and tried to tie her wrists together. 
He grabbed a bandana from his right pocket 
and tied it tight enough around her mouth 
that she couldn't scream. He finally got 
her wrists tied and after she had stopped 
struggling, he dragged her up and ran down 
the opposite way from Cass, Jeff and Lainie. 
They were all still running and when they 
got to the spot where Lainie had left Kelli, 
she wasn't there. 

"what's going on?" Lainie was out of 
breath and out of patience. 


"Never mind! I'll explain on the way." 
Jeff started to run so Cass and Lainie 
followed while Cass explained as best she 
could what was going on. Ав they were 
running Lainie tripped and fell on a rock 
onto the grass. When she looked under the 
infirmary she saw one blue and white Con- 
verse sneaker. 


"Jeff!" she whispered and pointed under- 
neath the infirmary. 

"T'll go get the police." said Cass. 

"No, you stay here with me and Lainie, 
you go get the police." Lainie nodded and 
ran off. 

"Jeff, what are we going to do?" 

"Well, the police will be here soon, but 
grab a rock, the biggest one you can hold, 
just in case he decides to come out early." 
They whispered a little more and all of a 
sudden Andy moved. He was coming out from 
under the building. Cassie grabbed Jeff's 
bicep. He tensed, and then moved around 
the bunk so that Andy wouldn't be able to 
see him. Andy's body emerged from under 
the infirmary; he stood up and then crouched 
down, reaching under the building. With 
all his strength he pulled the girl out 
from under the infirmary. She was in shock 
and barely moved. When Cass peeked around 
the side to see what was going on, she made 
a noise. 

"Uh!" Andy quickly turned around and 
dropped Kelli. She landed in a strange 
position. He had obviously broken her leg. 
Andy reached into his pocket and pulled out 
a switchblade. The knife grew bigger and 
he held it like a madman. As he approached 





the spot where Jeff and Cass were, Cass 
dyopped her rock. Now they were weaponless. 
Andy got extremely close to them. Kelli, 
with all the adrenalin she had left, 
slithered over to Andy. She quickly grabbed 
his leg and bit. Almost instantly blood 
stains appeared through his pants. He 
yelled and turned around to throw Kelli 
off, when Jeff picked up the rock that Cass 
had dropped and smacked Andy on the head 
with it. As Andy fell to the floor, Lainie 
and seven policemen came running down the 
hill. It was over. 


Later that evening Cass and Jeff sat in 
Kelli's and Tammy's hospital room. Kelli 
had broken her leg and Tammy just had cuts 
and bruises besides the gash in her leg and 
being emotionally and physically drained. 

"Cassie, how did you and Jeff figure 
out that it was Andy?" Kelli spoke ina 
hoarse and groggy voice. 

"Well," Jeff began, "five years ago a 
girl named Allie Everson was in one of Cas- 
Sies plays. Allie was Andy's sister. She 
was fourteen just like you two. She was 


doing a scene in the play when all of a 
sudden the stage lights came crashing down 
and covered Allie. She was severely in- 
jured, and was in a coma for half a year, 
finally she died. I suppose Andy thought 
it was Cassie's fault and therefore he 
tried to punish her by killing her actors 
and actresses. He was crazy." 

"Also," Cass added, "only Andy and I 
knew that Mike Petrie was allergic to 
penicillin!" 

"What about my roommate Kris?" 

"She had no part in this except that she 
was also flipping out!" Jeff answered with 
a slight chuckle. 

"Oh." Kelli still looked upset. 

"Kelli, it's over now, we're okay." 


Tammy tried to comfort her friend with words. 


About half an hour later Cass and Jeff left 
the two girls alone in the dark. Jeff had 
said that their parents were on the way. 
Kelli once again started to remember the 
past few days. She silently cried and 
Tammy joined her. It really was over. 


Debbie Solomon 
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The Sun is Rising 


Paul Aleksandr Octavan of Raven House 
burst into the dining hall and skidded to 
a halt in front of his father's disapproving 
gaze. Silently he waited for the lecture 
he knew would follow. 

Slowly Duke Roderick placed his hands on 
the table. "Paul Aleksandr Octavan..." As 
his father finished, Paul looked up. "Sit 
down and try to act your age, please." 

Silently Paul sat down. Since his older 
brother, Alaric had died, his father had 
become more and more demanding.  Alaric, 
the oldest by four years, was 21 when he 
died a year ago. He was their father's fav- 
orite, the perfect son who had been destined 
to inherit the land and the title of Duke. 
The Duke was the head of Raven House andalso 
headed the government of the city of Conain. 

The next morning was one of the few free 
‘days Paul was allowed. Не had brown hair 
which marked him as one of the overlords 
His eyes were grey however, unlike the true 
brown eyes of the overlords, and they changed 
colors. This was the gift of his mother, 
who was the daughter of a rich merchant. 

The merchant class was the highest class 
that those who did not belong to one of the 
overlord houses could hope to rise to. This 
was because of the rigid caste system that 
existed on Terra. The only way to climb the 
social ladder was to marry an overlord, as 
Paul's mother had. 

The marketplace was teeming with people. 


Paul pulled his cloak closer to cover up 

the Raven badge on his tunic. Now he was 
just one of the many soldiers out on a day's 
holiday, rather than the heir to Raven House. 
Paul caught sight of a scuffle out of the 
corner of his eye. А soldier and an old 
peddler woman were fighting over a length of 
blue dyed leather. As Paul strolled over, 
his cloak swung open revealing the. Raven 
badge. The soldier's eyes blinked and he 
turned and left. . 

"Thank you, young sir", gasped the grate- 
ful old woman.  "Havnor bless you, Sir." 
Paul nodded and turned away. 

During the following months Paul was Кері 
very busy mastering the high level defense 
moves that the combat simulator was teaching 
him. Finally Paul mastered the moves and he 
was allowed another free day! 

He had forgotten the incident in the market 
and was abruptly reminded of it when the old 
woman called to him. He turned and saw her. 
"Ariel," she said to the girl by her side, 
"this is the young sir who saved that lenath 
of leather while vou went to call the watch" 

Paul found himself looking down at a 
slender girl with long blonde hair and ice 
blue eyes. 

"Hello," she said coolly. Turning to the 
old woman she said, "The watch was already on 
the way." Paul stiffened at this unexpected 
remark. 

Suddenly shouts rang out from the other 
side of the square. A wave of angry men 
were running towards them, pushing and hit- 
ting the soldiers in their wav. 





Quickly, Paul put his hood up. He had 
almost reached the edge of the square when 
he! found himself about to be surrounded . 
Someone tugged at his sleeve. It was Ariel. 

"Put this on!" she said, handing him a 
ragged cloak. She pulled him through the 
crowd. 

"Where are..." 

"Shhh- quiet," snapped Ariel. "Don't 
walk so tall and proud, you're.a farmer, 
not an overlord!" 

Paul started to reply but thought bet- 
ter of it. He tried to imitate the other 
people in the square. Ariel led him 
through the crowd. 

Only once did one of the mob take a 
searching look at Paul. Luckily, he was 
soon distracted by a shove from behind. By 
the time he was able to look around, Paul 
and Ariel had vanished from the square. 

Turning to Ariel, Paul said stiffly, 
"Thank you." He was about to go when a 
man came running up. 

"Ari," he said, "we need a place to 
hide Matt, he's been hurt and we can't 
move him as far as the..." 

"Stephan! Shhh!" hissed Ariel turning, 
and Stephan saw Paul for the first time. 

His eyes missed nothing. They took in 
the tall figure in soldier's garb, the 
brown hair, Raven badge, and lastly, the 
grey eyes. 

"Pardon me, sir," said Stephan. 

"Is he badly hurt?" Ari asked. * 

"It doesn't look good." 

"Let's qo," said Ari, 

"Why are the men rioting?" asked Paul. 


"Don't you know?" questioned Stephan. 
"It figures, pardon me my lord..." 

"Paul Octavan." 

"The wages in the factory have been cut 
again. This time to forty ravols a week," 
replied Stephan. ۰ 

"That's quite a lot of money, I should 
think." 

"Not to feed, clothe, and house a fami- 
ly," flared Ariel. "You just don't care." 

"I didn't know..." started Paul. 

"You never thought to ask," snapped 
Ariel. Your valet helped you dress this 
morning. Did you ever wonder about his 
life, his family?" 

"Jam," said Paul, "5o, I..." 

"Ari - Matt..." said Stephan. 

It became clear that Stephan would not 
be able to move Matt. Paul offered to 
help. Ari would have refused, but Stephan 
reminded her that Matt needed treatment as 
Soon as possible. 

While Ari worked over Matt, there was 
an uneasy silence. It was clear Stephan 
wanted Paul to leave, but Paul felt 
strangely reluctant to go without getting 
answers to some of the questions which 
were chasing themselves around in circles 
in his head. Finally, he asked how Matt 
had been hurt. 

"He was leading the strike. It was very 
peaceful until the soldiers grabbed him 
and beat him. That's why the riot started. 
The men know what he's done for them in the 
past, and they know how much he's trying 
to do for them now," replied Stephan. 

"Why did you ask Ariel to tend to Matt?" 
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asked Paul. 

Stephan was silent, perhaps sizing up 
this young man who's life was so different, 
and who knew so much more than he should 
have known. 

"I thiak that I'm your cousin," said 
Stephan ::uddenly. "Does your mother have 
grey eyes?" Paul nodded. He had never 
heard about his mother's family, but he 
smiled. Apparently Stepnan had made up his 
mind to trust Paul. "Ari is Matt's sis- 
ter." 

When Paul finally got home he was late 
for dinner again. Thinking about all the 
things that he had learned he walked into 
the dining hall. For the first time in his 
life he spoke for himself. He demanded to 
know why the workmen's wages had been cut, 
and discovered that his father had ordered 
the cut in order to shave costs at the fac- 
tory. Paul asked if his father would like 
to raise a family on those wages. Не was 
sent to bed. 

There was a knock on the door and his 


mother came in. "І met а man named Stephan 
today," commented Paul, suddenly. "he said 
he was my cousin." Ні5 mother was silent. 


"You've never talked about your family." 
"Your father doesn't like me to talk 
about them. Even before Alaric's death, 


he forbade it. My brother, Stephan's fath- 


er, was part of a plot to kill the king... 


I regret bringing you up like this. I al- 
ways feit that Alaric should have been 
more aware of the people he was destined 
to rnle. I don't want you to stay here 
iike your father, becoming more and more 


cut off from the rest of the world," she 
finished. 

Paul was amazed. His mother had never 
interfered with his father's decisions 
since һе had been four years old. 

"Take care of yourself, Paul," she said, 
and gave him a hug. Paul packed a smail 
bag, and then left. 

He found himself heading for the build- 
ing where he had left Ariel, Matt and 
Stephan. The stars were out. As he, 
reacned the building he saw dark shapes 
helping another large shape down the street 
ahead of him. Silently he followed, won- 
dering what they were doing. 

They turned the corner and he followed. 
Then he quickly stepped back and cautious- 
ly peered around. They were just ahead: 
in a large square surrounded by ancient 
dilapidated buildings which looked desert- 
ed. They were pulling the cover off the 
well in the middle of the square.. 

As Paul watched they all disappeared 
one by one into the well. Quickly he 
followed. 

At the bottom of the well was a tunnel 
stretching away into the darkness. Не 
entered it. 

Ahead of him, he could see a faint light, 
and hear muffled voices. Suddenly he was 
at the entrance of a large cavern filled 
with flickering light. A group of men, 
with their backs to him, were gathered 
around something in the center. One of 
them turned around. 

Paul stepped back; the man had seen him. 
Before he could move, he was surrounded by 








а circle of grim men. Paul considered the 
odds, and decided that he would not be able 
to escape until they were a little more 
even. Then, with relief he saw Stephan 
approaching. 

"How did you get in here?" asked Stephan. 
There was no recognition in his face. 

"I followed you from the other build- 
ing," said Paul. 

"What were you doing there?" 

"Looking for you." As Paul said this, 
he realized it was true. "I've left 
home." 

"You shouldn't have come," said Steph- 
an. "But now that you're here, you'll 
have to stay." 

"You might as well make yourself use- 
ful," said Ari, coming over to join them. 
While helping to make dinner for the 

fifteen odd people who had not had a 
chance to eat yet, Paul talked to Ari. 
She readily answered questions about her 
past life, but refused to answer queries 
about why the people were in the cavern, 
or the past day's events. 

The days passed. Since Paul made no 
move to escape they finally let him go 
out by himself. He still was in the dark 
about the group's activities however, and 
the faces kept changing. 

Matt and Stephan seemed to be there 
most often. Matt was obviously the lead- 
er of the group. He had a way with words 
and a special smile or greeting for ev- 
eryone. 

As Ari gradually became accustomed to 
his presence, Paul found, to his amaze- 


ment, that they were actually friends. 
They still argued a lot, but іп а friendly 
way. 

Normally, there was always at least 
one other person in the cavern. One day 
Paul was the only one there when a messeng- 
er came running in and collapsed. 

Paul realized the importance of the 
message: the workers in other cities, and 
some of the outlying farm areas were 
striking. s 

Paul ran to the tavern, which was Matt's 
above ground headquarters. 

Stephan took the news silently, and 
then said, urgently, "Matt's been hurt. 

Go back to the cavern and tell Ari to be 
ready. I hate to move him, but he won't 
be safe here for long." 

"She's not in the cavern," Paul said. 

"Matt needs treatment, now. He's in 
bad shape. We're going to take him in 
through the maze. He won't be able to make 
the trip down through the well." 

"I might be able to help. I've had 
some training, and done some healing work. 
Battle wounds. and such. 

"We'll be there in twenty minutes." 

Paul was able to patch up Matt suffi- 
ciently to hold over until Ari came back. 

That night there was a meeting. Paul 
was allowed to attend. 

"It's clear," Matt began, "that the 
time to begin is now. The people, the 
country are with us. All that remains is 
for the signal. to be given. We must do it 
quietly. Our army must have time to assem- 
ble. Ме need the element of surprise. 


For the first time Paul really believed 
و‎ the revolution would take place. Не felt a 
twinge of guilt but quickly supressed it. 
He had known of the aim of the rebels, and 
he agreed with it--in principle. Actually 
facing the possibility was a different mat- 
ter. 

"Jon will be in charge while Stephan is 
away." Matt continued, "Now ail we need are 
messengers to give the signal...Ari, will 
you go?" She nodded. "And someone to go 
with you." There followed a long pause. 

"I'll go." offered a voice. It was 
Paul. Silence greeted this offer and Paul 
was conscious of disapproval from many of 
the men. They didn't trust him. To them 
his father's overlord heritage outweighed 
that of his mother's. Finally Matt spoke. 

"I think it's a good idea. You have 
few ties here and won't be missed. You can 
also defend yourself." 

They set out into the cold, grey spring 


morning. Paul was dressed as a soldier ina 


plain tunic minus an identifying badge. 
They rode chalcotairs, a type of giant mu- 
tated cat specially trained for riding. 
On the second day, they passed the ruins of 
a pre-Darkness city. They marvelled at the 
huge gaping buildings and the strange mach- 
ines which lay dormant in the streets, 
abandoned by their creators. 
۱ After five days they arrived at the 
first city on their list. Refreshed by а 
good night's sleep they set out at dawn 
to find their first contact. 

They were to go to a certain jeweler's 
shop on the street of the goldsmith, and 





ask for a man named Duncan. They were told 
he was out and would not return until the 
next day. 

Ari and Paul spent the day wandering 
through the city. As darkness fell he look- 
ed at her and realized that they had been 
holding hands for the last hour. He felt a 
sudden stab of fear, of a grim time to come 
in the not so distant future. 

"Ari," he started and then stopped. 
She was looking up at him, and he had no 
idea how to say what he wanted to say. ' 
"Ari," he started again. "What's going to 
happen to me...when I go off to fight...will 
I live...Will I be here at the end of the 
revolution?" 

"You'll be nere," said Ari quietly. 
"I'm glad you're going to fight...but І. 
don't want you to be hurt." 

They sat in silence, her head on his 
shoulder, and his hand in her hair. 

In the morning they met Duncan at the 
jeweler's shop. While Ari distracted the 
clerk, Paul slipped up to Duncan. 

"The Sun is Rising," said Paul. Dun- 
can's face lit up, then became guarded as 
more people entered the shop. 

As Paul rode on to the next city with 
Ari by his side, he knew that whatever the 
future held he would accept. The revolution 
had begun. 


Kathie Norman 








‚Living Dead 


Gone like the wind 
unseeable 
yet ۰ 
feelable 
a sense of love 
empty 
changed 
into another universal question 
of 
lipstick smears 
and pearl strands 
set with diamonds 
on the 
mahogany bed 
of graffitied trains 
rumbling down the track 
picking up 
dropping off 
the unopened 
empty 
shells 
of people. 


Sarabinh Levy-Brightman 


Excerpt from 


The Elevator 


They all woke up tied to separate trees. 
As they woke, they saw a million Huggas. 

A cry is heard, "Tonight,fellow Huggas, we 
shall feast!" "Yea for Huggas! Yea!!" 

The king Hugga was wearing a robe of twigs 
and a crown made of earth, rock and leaves. 

Jen said, "Oh no! They're gonna eat us 
up! I want my Mommy!!  An...an...and it's 
all your fault Joscylen!" 

Joscylen replied, "How w-was I supposed 
to kn-know that we were going to end up in 
the stomachs of some hairy monsters?! And 
it was your decision to come with us, any- 
way!" 

Dave said, "I j-just wish w-we hadn't 
gone into that weird Elevator!!" 


Rahsaan Julian Bailey 
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“Call him a man, үл man, 
boy, Whatever yon sunt to call 
him, call him champion: 


“Wan lend [ 
rflectin on his log to 


Boris Decker in the 1786 
calligraphy by ‚Ипле ferman йд Champions 





Big Ben is هلاس‎ 


YOU? 
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20 years into the future, a defense corporation, similar to NASA, has advanced technology 
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May-day May-day! 
this is Alpha Air flt. 
271. We are near no 
M landing strips and we 
Wes were thrown off course 
by the storm. We 
are almost out of 


“2 fuel. Acknowledge 
€ hello? 
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but they can't 


МІ hear us. 
IN! have no choice 





We can hear them 
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JOIN THE FIGHT 
AGAINST APATHY! 


Help the impulse 
find its way 
through the 
brain so it can 


become a reaction. 
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Puzzle Answers 
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For those of you who actually 
dared touch pen to Yearbook 
paper, here are the paths that 
led from impulse to reaction, 

and from paper to stapler. For 
those unwilling to fold, spindle, 
and mutilate your book, view the 
mazes as another display of 
camper artwork. 











PEAS IN SPACE 
by Amara Baumgarten 


BIG BEN 
by Chris Sabatelli 






PUZZLE SOLVER 
Ezra Kenigsberg 


TRAINS OF THOUGHT 


1. middle man 


he's beside himself 
man Overboard 
reading between the 
lines 

landslide 

railroad crossing 
backward glance 
high chair 


. running around in 


circles 


10. I understand vou 


underestimated me 


11. circles under your 


eyes 
roundhouse 

you are in paradise 
french underground 
tricycle 

top dog 


. double image 


the end of the line 
I before.E except 
after C 


. center of attention 
. what's up? 

. piece of the rock 

. you are too wise 


for me 
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Girls! 


House 
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Ginls' 


House 
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Annex 








Ginls' Annex 2 




















GA AES! 





Cabins: 





04 ۲ 








Annex Cabins 














Girls 





Terrace 2 





Ginks' Terrace 1 

















CIT Girls 





CIT Boys 









































Boys” 


Cabins 
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Boys' Cabins Downstairs 

















Boys' Annex 




















Boys' House Upstairs 
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Boys' House Downstairs 
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August Boys 
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Stash kids 








and babysittens 
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Kitchen and Dining 


Room Staff 











Maintenance Staff 
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Oops 


They messed 
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And last, but certainly 
not LEAST 
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Мау the Celebration Continue ... 


This has been a summer of celebrations. 
Outside Buck's Rock there have been speeches, 
proclamations, arrays of tall ships, dis- 
plays of fireworks, and all manner of color- 
ful pageants to celebrate the restoration of 
the Statue of Liberty on this, her 100th 
birthday. They have been the kind of "feel 
good" events that we have come to associate 
with life in the 80's. Generally, these 
made-for-media celebrations carried with 
them their share of hype, glitz, and advert- 
ising blitz. 

As young people who have just completed 
a summer at Buck's Rock you too have been 
involved in a celebration of liberty. But 
your liberty has been more than a symbol and 
your celebration has been hardly a flashy 
one. Furthermore, its afterglow will linger 
long after the Lady Liberty tee shirts and 
caps have faded and the souvenir ashtrays 
and statuettes have been trashed. For here, 
at Buck's Rock, you celebrated your indep- 
endence, your individuality. You were at 
liberty - many of you for the very first 
time in your lives - to choose you own act- 
ivities, to pursue your own interests, and 
to discover your own special talents and 
potential.. You learned to confront your- 
self, to listen to your inner voice. But 
you also learned to listen as well to the 
voices of those with whom you lived and 
worked. 

To be in a position to wonder, to reach 


out, and to grow, one must be unfettered by 
cliches and stale formulas. That is why, as 
your counselors this summer, we challenged 
you to take risks, to free your imagination, 
to be creative. We encouraged you to exam- 
ine the qualities of things - all sorts of 
things - and to think, and work, and express 
yourselves in fresh, new, and creative ways. 
We challenged you to break through crusts - 
to perceive through your own eyes - and 
bodies, and hands, and ears. We tried to 
arouse you and to move you to a state of 
heightened perception because we believe 
that only in such a state can one use one's 
freedom to the fullest. 

All of life is a creative process. Our 
surroundings are forever changing and , as 
we try to respond to the changes, we create 
new patterns that shape the way we exper- 
ience those surroundings. We tried to rep- 
licate life for you here at Buck's Rock this 
summer. Your surroundings were many and 
varied - studios, workshops, stages for the 
performing arts, laboratories, farms, play- 
ing fields - and we encouraged you to avail 
yourself of as many opportunities in these 
areas as you could fit into your days. We 
provided you with freedom of choice because 
creativity flourishes best in such an 
environment. 

Each one of us has the potential to 
live creatively. Creativity is not so much 
what one does as how one does it. It is an 








attitude, a state of mind. It is the abil- Horizon," reminds us of the infinitude of 
sity to look at things in new and different . space and of the unseen potential to be 
ways. It is the attitude of the person who found there. The so-called black holes in 
throws his whole self into what he is doing. space may well be passages into the future - 
What keeps people from being creative is not awesome passages. which, when traversed suc- 
a lack of talent or ability. It is rather cessfully, may lead to new universes, uni- 
the unquestioning accep- 
tance of what is simply 
because it is; it is the 
fear of probing the un- 
known simply because it 

is unknown. 

Loren Eisley in The 
Mind as Nature writes: 
"The evolution of the en- 
tire universe - stars, 
elements of life, man - 
is a process of drawing 
something out of nothing, 
out of the utter void of 
non-being." He observes 
that man's creativity, 
which conceives gods, 
carves statues, and moves 
the heart with symbols 
of great poetry, emerges 
in a mysterious fashion. 
Writes Eisely, "The re- 
ality we know in our li- 
mited lifetime is dwarfed 
by the unseen potential 
of the abyss where science 
stops." 

It takes courage to 
explore the abyss. Your 
yearbook title this sum- : : 
mer, "Through the Event Lou and 4۸ 















verses unbounded Бу space and time as we 
know it. But the unforeseen dangers such a 
journey would entail are enough to give most 
people pause. 

So it was with you at the outset of the 
summer. Before taking the plunge into the 
universe of Buck's Rock you too paused and 
took stock. Then came the moment when, 
ready or not, you decided that you had wait- 
ed long enough and you took the leap that 
launched you into glassblowing or fencing or 
woodworking or creative writing or any of 
the scores of other activities at camp. The 
rewards and satisfactions that followed, the 
sense of triumph you felt, were wondrous 
indeed. But you might never have known the 
triumph had you not traversed the "event 
horizon." 


Your exposure to the world of Buck's 
Rock this summer is an experience from 
which you have not emerged unchanged. By 
now it has no doubt seeped through the very 
essence of your being. You Lave learned to 
plan your days, to manage your time, and to 
build and create - alone and with others. 
You have mustered the courage to probe the 
unknown and your journey through the un- 
known, having come to its end at Buck's. 
Rock, begins anew as you return to your 
homes and schools. May the lessons you 
learned this summer serve you well. May 
the freedom you found here fill your hearts 
and minds with new vistas to explore and 
new universes to conquer. May your cele- 
bration of liberty continue. 


“4 A 





پس ص 





Event Horizon 


Events can häve happeneä in the past. 

We remember, we recali them though in a 
different form, changed by the distortions 
memory inflicts on them. They still can 

be comprehended and interpreted by the pow- 
er of the mind. Events happen in the pre- 
sent, perceived by our senses. Events may 
lie in the future, may lie in store for us. 
Are they promises? Are they traps? Events: 
past, present and future. They are real. 
We experience them, by memory, by рексер- 
tion, by hope and expectations. Events act 
on us, we react to them. Event: an apt 
title to describe the happenings of the sum- 
mer put down in these pages. 

Horizon. Ever receding, ever escaping, 
ever intangible. We try to reach the hori- 
zon, but horizon eludes our grasp. We 
strive, we aim, we move towards it as hori- 
zon moves away from us. The movement Бе- 
comes the event. The process spurs our de- 
velopment. The unreachable, ever desirable, 
never attainable, stimulating our thoughts, 
our emotions, adrenalin of the soul, the 
most powerful incentive: The Attempt to 
reach the Horizon. An apt title again for 
your yearbook: Event-Horizon. They comple- 
ment each other: Experience versus Striving, 
Deliberation and Growth, Observation and 
Creation. Polarity that fuses into unity. 

A summer's experience condenseä in the title 
you have chosen. 

You considered other titles that would 
do justice to the experience of these two 





"Afterglow". 
But you discarded it. 


Glowing: indeed. 
The title 
dwelt on the past, it left the future in 


months: 
ly felt. 


Deep- 


darkness. And so did "Afterwords". 


You might have chosen "Beginnings and 
Endings". Faustus, the incarnation of wes- 
tern man's spirit, contemplating the Begin- 
ning said: "In the Beginning was the Word". 
But he demurred: "Impossible so high to rate 
the Word". Again Faustus: "In the Beginning 
was the Mind". Consider well the first line 
and as you consider it, you find it lacking. 
The mind can't work alone, can't cause the 


Deeds. He hesitated. And he wrote: "In the 
Beginning was the Thought". Is it the 
Thought alone that works, creates? Hardly. 


Апа so he said: "In the Beginning was the 
Power". But as he wrote it, something warn- 
ed him. Power itself lacks goals and ends. 
"In the Beginning was the Action". That 
satisfied Faustus as it satisfies modern 
man. 


Beginnings and Endings. Here at summer's 
end, we might feel the fusion of Word and 
Thought, of Power and of Action. If we 
could only find the right title that encom- 
passes all that happened this summer. You 
tried again: "Reflections". Too ambiguous 
a word with two meanings: Deliberation and 
Study but also Reproach and Criticism. 

And so you went, trying to find the right 
expression that would describe, sum up the 
summer. And you found that although the re- 
sult of your search did not fully satisfy 
you, the very search left you with many—in- 
sights, the attempts carried their own re- 
wards. They opened your eyes to horizons 





within us and around us. "Inside-Out" was You have lived with these drives since 
another suggestion. Yes, indeed. What goes you were born, you experienced them again 
on inside us illuminates our world. And the this summer. May you retain these drives, 
observation of our world raises the hope of may you be sustained bv them all your lives! 
fulfillment and enrichment within us. 





And you have chosen "Event-Horizon". Events and Horizons! Event - Horizon! 
Horizon: We never reach it. We can hardly J 4 | 
describe it. Words are such insufficient ж "n “т” 
vehicles and yet they аге Ғы: 6 . 
aÌl we have to throw light е Ans (Se 


on the events around us. 


Event-Horizon: The 
Yearbook attempts to 
describe our summer, your 
summer. Read it and judge 
it, appreciate, admire and 
criticize it. Every one 
of you, who reads this 
book has used his faculties, 
in his or her own way this 
summer, developed them, 
widened their horizons. 

Horizons are endless, 
without limits. Events are 
describable and finite. 
Opposites that support each 
other, creative contra- 
dictions that are complement- 
ary. They move us from 
discovery to discovery, 
resulting in the drive to 
explore, to force the unknown 
to reveal its secrets. 
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‚Work and Creativity 


1% inspiration, 99% perspiration was 
Thomas Edison's definition of genius. A 
similar formula applies to the talent and 
creativity at Buck's Rock. The truly im- 
pressive and sometimes astonishing produc- 
tivity at our camp is the result of approx- 
imately 10% inspiration and skill and 90% 
hard work - usually tedious sometimes 
grueling work. 

The few moments a dancer or actor spends 
in the spotlight on stage are preceded by 
days and hours of preparation’ and rehearsal, 

The beautiful chessboard-- so smooth to 
the touch and pleasing to the eye-- was 
clamped together from clumsy and irregularly 
shaped blocks of walnut and cherrywood and 
messy glue. 

The handsomely printed poems in our 
literary- art magazines don't reveal the 
successive revisions and the choices and 
decisions that went into their construction. 


The solid smack of a line-drive second- 
base hit finally comes after so many dis- 
couraging innings of strike-outs and foul 
balls. 


Carefully and sometimes beautifully pre- 
pared food is displayed for only brief mo- 


mënts before it is demolished and devoured, 
kut the shared enjoyment outweighs the 
greasy pots that have to be scrubbed and the 
messy dining room hall that must be cleaned 
up. 

Laboriously setting up the booths and 


cleaning up the littered ruins of a carn- 
ival don't diminish the fun and make-believe 
of the magical event. 

We forget about the discarded copies 
with smudged ink; the pots that crack in 
the kiln; the pieces welded together that 
refuse to take a pleasing shape; the under- 
exposed roll of film; the arrows and tennis 
balls lost in the woods; the sticky loom; 
the piece of fabric cut too short-- and you 
have to start all over again. 

We all learn soon enough that under- 
taking a project is a personal commitment 
and that we have to accept the responsib- 
ilities of practice and rehearsal; 
pedestrian setting up; assembling of tools, 





Roberta and Irwin 





~ instruments, and materials; chores of clean- 


ing up; the inevitable errors and setbacks; 
adubts about quality; guilt feelings about 
unfinished projects languishing on the 
shelves; regrets that we cannot be in two 
places at once. But once completed, our 
Projects (modest or major) give us signifi- 
cant pleasure. The moments or particles 

of exhiliration (or of quiet satisfaction) 
balance the tons of chaff. 

It takes energy and some degree of 
courage to undertake projects. To try, 
еуеп if not to succeed, is worth while: 
there are realistic benefits іп adjusting 
Lo frustration and disappointments. But 
the great gift of Buck's Rock is that it 
places us in a setting of shining oppor- 


tunity and encouragement. Тһе overwhelming 
majority of campers and staff succeed in at 
least some of the projects and objectives 
we set for ourselves in the brief and 
fleeting Buck's Rock summer. 

The memory or tape of a performance, 
solo or ensemble; a painting, print, or 
batik framed and hanging on the wall; a 
harvested zucchini; a riding or swimming 
technique mastered; a misshapen but un- 
cracked goblet; a relationship developed’ 
with a farm animal; a silver pin fashioned 
ру your own hands-- all have profoundly 
personal meaning for us and aive us a 
reservoir of pleasure and confidence be- 
cause they are what we chose to do and are 
the fruits of our labor. 
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